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JOURNAL TO STELLA-* 



LETTER I.f 

Chester, Sept 2, 1710. 

JoeJ will give 7011 an account of me -till I got into 
the boat, after which the rogues made a new bargain, 
and forced me to give them two crowns, and talked as if 

/ 

4 These letters to Stella, or Mrs. Johnson, were all written in a 
scries from the time of Dr. Swift's landing at Chester, in September, 
Hlo, until his return to Ireland in June, 1713, upon being made dean 
°f St Patrick's, Dublin. The letters were all very carefully pre- 
yed by Stella ; and at ber death, if not before, taken back by Dr. 
Swift; for what end we know not, unless it were to compare the cur- 
rent news of the times with that history of the queen which he writ at 
Windsor in the year 1713 : they were sometimes addressed to Mrs. 
Johnson, and sometimes to Mrs. Dingley, who was a relation of the 
Temple family, and friend to Mrs. Johnson. Both these ladies went 
wer to Ireland upon Swift's invitation in the year 1701, and lodged 
constantly together. D. S. 

t Endorsed by Dr. Swift, "M. D. received this September 9.— Let- 
ters to Ireland from Sept 1710, begun soon after the change of Minis- 
try .-Nothing in this.? N. 

t Mr. Joseph Beaumont, merchant,- of Trim, whose name frequent- 
ly occurs in these papers. He was a venerable, handsome, grajrhead- 
ed man, of quick and various natural abilities, but not improved by 
•earning : his fvrle was mathematics, which he applied to some useful 
purposes in the linen trade, but chiefly to the investigation of the lon- 
g'*tude ; which was supposed to have occasioned a lunacy, with which 
he was seized in Dublin about the year 1718; whence he was brought 
home to Trim, and recovered his understanding. But some y«ax* v&. 
ter, having relapsed into his former malady, he cu\.\a% Vtaro&V&*. *k 
<>? distraction. D. 9. 

VOL. XXI. ± 
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we should sot be able to overtake any ship ; but io half 
an hour we got to the yacht ; for the ships lay by to 
wait for my lord lieutenant's steward. We made our 
voyage iu fifteen hours just Last, night I came to this 
town, and shall leave it, I believe, on Monday : the first 
niau I met in Chester was Dr. Raymond.* He and Mrs. 
Raymond were here about levying a fine, in order to 
have power to sell their estate. I got a fall off my horse, 
riding here from Farkgate, but no hurt ; the horse un- 
derstanding falls very well, and lying quietly till I got 
up. My duty to the bishop of Clogher.f I saw him 
returning from DunLary ;J but he saw uot me. I take 
it ill he was not at convocation, and that I have not bis 
name to my powers. I beg you will hold your resolu- 
tion of going to Trim, and riding there as much as you 
can. Let the bishop of Clogher remind the bishop of 
Killala to send me a letter, with one enclosed to the bi- 
shop of Litchfield. § Let all who write to me, enclose 
to Richard Steele, Esq. at his office at the Cockpit near 
Whitehall. My Lord Mountjoy is now in the humour 
that we should begin our journey this afternoon, so that 
I have stolen here again to finish this letter, which must 
be short or long accordingly. I write this post to Mrs. 
Wesley,|| and will tell her, that I have taken care she 
may have her bill of one hundred and fifty pounds 

* Vicar of Trim, and formerly one of the fellows of the University 
of Dublin. D. S. 
f Dr. St. George A.she, who, in 1716, was made bishop of Derry. 

N. 

i This must have been while Swift was saiUng'in the bay of Dub- 
lb, and the bishop riding upon the North Strand. D. & 

$ Dr. John Hough, bishop of (Word, 1G90 ; of Litchfield and Co- 
ventry, 1699; of Worcester, 1717. He died March 8, 1743, having 
been a bishop almost 53 years. N. 

t| Elizabeth, tady of Girret Wesley, Esq. one of the daughters of 
J5jr Dudley Volley. D. S. 
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whenever she pleased to send for it; and in that case I 
desire 70a will send it her enclosed and sealed. God 
Almighty bless you; and, for God's sake, be merry and 
get your health. I am perfectly resolved to return as 
soon as I have done my commission,* whether it suc- 
ceeds or not. I never went to England with so little 
desire in my life. If Mrs. Curry makes any difficulty 
about the lodgings, I will quit them, and pay her from 
July 9 ; and Mrs. Brent must write to Parvisol with or- 
ders accordingly. The post is just come from London, 
and just going out, so I have only time to pray God to 
bless poor little MD, MD, MD, MD, MD, MD, MD, 
MD. 



LETTER II. 

London, Saturday^ Sept. 9, 1 7J& 

I got here last Thursday after five days travelling, 
weary the first, almost dead the second, tolerable the 
third, and well enough the rest ; and am now glad of the 
fatigue, which has served for exercise ; and I am at pro- 
sent Well enough. The whigs were ravished to see me, 
and would lay hold on me as a twig while they are 
drowning, and the great men making me their clumsy 
apologies, &c. But my lord treasurer! received me with 
a great deal of coldness, which has enraged me so I aid 
almost vowing revenge. I have not yet gone half my 
circle; but. I find all my acquaintance just as I left 
them. I hear my Lady GiffardJ is much at court, 

* To solicit the queen to remit the first-fruits and twentieth parts, 
Payable to the crown by the clergy of Ireland. D.$. 
t The ear] of Oodolphin. D. S« 
{Sitter to Sir William Temple. D. 9. 
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and Lady Wharton was ridiculing it the other day; so 
I have lost a friend there. I have not ret seen her, 
nor intend it; but I will contrive to see Stella's mo- 
ther* some other way. I writ to the bishop of Clogher 
from Chester; and I now write to the archbishop of 
Dublin. Every thing is turning upside down ; every 
whig in great office will, to a man, be infallibly put 
out; aad we shall have such a winter as has not been 
seen in England. Every body asks roe, how I came 
to be so long in Ireland, as naturally as if here were 
my being; but no soul offers to make it so: and I 
protest I shall return to Dublin, and the canal at 
Laracor,f with more satisfaction than I ever did in my 
life. The Tattler}: expects every day to be turned out 
of his employment ; and the duke of Ormond, they say, 
will be lieutenant of Ireland. I hope you are now 
peaceable in Presto's? lodgings: but I resolve to turn 
you out by Christmas: in which time I shall either 
do my business, or find it not to be done. Pray be 
at Trim by the time this letter comes to you, and 
ride little Johnson, who must needs be now in good 
case. I have begun this letter unusually on the post- 
night, and have already written to the archbishop ; and 
cannot lengthen this. Henceforth I will write some- 
thing every day to MD, and make it a sort of journal : 
and when it is full, I will send it whether MD writes or 

* She was at that time in Lady Giffard's family. D. §. 

f The Doctor's benefice in the diocese of Meaih. D. S. 

J i\Ir. Steele. D. S. 

5 Id these letters Pdfr, stands for Dr. Swift; Ppt, for Stella, D. for 
Dingley ; D. D. generally for Dingley, but sometimes for both Stella 
and Dingley; and MD. generally stands for both these ladies;' yet 
sometimes only for Stella. But, 'o avoid perplexing the reader, it 
was thought more advisable to use the word Presto for Swift, which 
id borrowed from the duchess of Shrewsbury, who whimsically called 
bin Dr. Ptc§to, which is the I taYi an Cor SV\(t. D. S. 
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Dot : and so that will be pretty : and I shall always 
be io conversation with MD, and MD with Presto. 
Pray make Parvisol* pay you the ten pounds immedi- 
ately ; so I ordered him. They tell me I grow fatter, 
and look better: and, on Monday, Jervis is to retouch 
my picture. I thought I saw Jack Templet and his 
wife 'pass by me to day in their coach ; but I took no 
notice of them. I am glad I have wholly shaken off 
that family .J Tell the provost§ I have obeyed his com- 
mands to the duke of Ormond ; or let it alone, if you 
please. J saw Jemmy Leigh|| just now at tlie coffee- 
house, who asked after you with great kindness : he talks 
of going in a fortnight to Ireland. My service to the 
dean,** aud Mrs. WaHs and her archdeacon. Will 
Frankland's wife is near bringing to bed, and I have 
promised to christen the child. I fancy you had my 
Chester letter the Tuesday after I writ. I presented 
Dr. Raymond to Lord Wharton, at Chester. Pray let 
me know when Joe gets his money .ff It is near ten, 
and I hate to send by the bellman. MD shall have a 
longer letter in a week, but I send this only to tell I am 
safe in London ; and so farewell, &c. 

• 

* The Doctor's agent at Laracor. D. S. 

f Nephew to Sir William. N. 

t This coldness between the Temple family and Dr. Swift has been 
variously accounted for, but never satisfactorily cleared up. D. S. 

§ Dr. Pratt, afterward dean of Do woe. D. S. 

II A gentleman of fortune in the county of Westmcath, in Ireland, 
whose nama^ often Occurs in these letters. He was well acquainted 
with Stella, and seems to have had a great esteem for her merit and 
accomplishments. D. S. 

** Dr. Sterne, dean of St. Patrick'?, Dublin. D. S. 

ft This money was a premium of two hundred pounds the govern, 
meut had promised him for his mathematical sleaing tables, calculated 
for the improvement of the linen manufactory, which were afterwards 
printed, and are still highly regarded. D. S. 
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LETTER III. 

London, StpL 9, 1710. 

After seeing the duke of Ormonde dining with Dr. 
Cockburn, passing some part of the afternoon with Sir 
Matthew Dudley and Will Frankland, the rest at St 
James's Coffee-house, I came home and writ to the arch- 
bishop of Dublin and MD, and am going to bed. I for- 
got to tell you, tliat I begged Will Frankland to stand 
Mauley's* friend with his father in this shaking season 
for places. lie told me bis fatherf was in danger to he 
out; that several were now soliciting for Mauley's 
ptace ; that he was accused of opening letters ; that Sir 
Thomas Frankland would sacrifice every thing to save 
himself; and in that I fear Manley is undone, Sic 

10. To-day I dined with Lord Mountjoy at Kensing- 
ton ; saw my mistress, Ophy Butler's wife, who is grown a 
little charmless. I sat till ten in the evening with Addison 
and Steele : Steele will certainly lose his Gazetteer's 
place, all the world detesting bis engaging in parties*} 
At ten I went to the coffee-house, hoping to find Lord 
Radnor, whom I had not seen. He was there; for an 
hour and a half we talked treason heartily against the 
whigs, their baseness and ingratitude. And I am come 
home rolling resentments in my mind, and framing 
sehemes of revenge : full of which (having written down 
some hints) I go to be%l. I am afraid MD dined at 
home, because it is Sunday ^ and there was a little half- 
pint of wine : for God's sake be good girls, and all will 
be well. Beu Tooke? was with me this morning. 

* Postmaster general of Ireland. D. S. 
f Sir Thomas Frankland, postmaster general in England. & 
J See Tattler, No. 103. N. 
/ T/ie doctor's bookseller. J). 8* 
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11. Seven morning. I am rising to go to Jervis to 
finish my picture, and it is shaving day, so good morrow ' 
MB ; but do oot keep gie now, for I cannot stay ; and 
pray diue with the dean, but do not lose your money. 

I long to hear from you, &c. Ten at night. I sat four 
hours this morning to Jervis, who has given my picture 
quite another turn, and now approves it entirely : but we 
oust have the approbation of the town. If I were rich 
eeoagh, I would get a copy of it and bring it over. Mr. 
Addison and I dined together at his lodgings, and I sal 
with htm part of this evening ; and I am now come home 
to write an hour. Patrick observes that the rabble here are 
much more inquisitive in politics than in Ireland. Every 
day we expect changes, and the Parliament to be dissolv- 
ed. Lord Wharton expects every day to be out : he i* 
workiog*BkeJa horse for elections ; and in short, I never- 
saw «a great a ferment among all -sorts of people. I had 
a miserable letter from Joe last Saturday, telling roe 
Mr. Pratt* refuses payment of Irs money. I have told 
it Air. Addison, and will to Lord Wharton ; but I fear 
with no success. However, I will do all I can* 

12. To-day I presented Mr. Ford to the duke of Or** 
mood ; and paid my first visit to lord president,! with 
whom I had much discourse ; but put him always off 
when he began of Lord Wharton in relation to me, till 
he urged it : then I said he knew I never expected any 
thing from Lord Wharton, and that Lord Wharton knejv 
that I understood it so. He said that be had written 
twice to Lord Wharton about me, who both tiroes said 
nothing at all to that part of his letter. I am advised 
not to meddle in the affair of the first fruits, till this* 

• Vice-treafurer of Ireland. D. S* 
t Lord Somers* P., a. 
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hurry is a little over, which still depends, and we are 
all in the dark. Lord president told me he expects 
every day to be out, and has done so these two months. 
I protest upon my life, I ara heartily weary of this 
town, and wish I had never stirred. 

1 3. I went this morning to the city to see Mr. Strat- 
ford the Hamburgh merchant, my old school-fellow 9 
but called at Bull's on Ludgate hill, he forced me to his 
bouse at Hampstead to dinner among a great deal of ill 
company ; among the rest Mr. Hoadly,* the whig cler- 
gyman, so famous for acting the contrary part to Sacbe- 
verell : but to-morrow I design again to see Stratford. 
I was glad, however, to be at Hampstead, where I saw 
lady Lucy and Moll Stanhope. I hear very unfortu- 
nate news of Mrs. Long; she and her comrade have 
broke up house, and she is broke for good and all, and 
k gone to the country : I should be extremely sorry if 
this be true. 

14. To-day I saw Patty Rolt, who heard I was in 
town ; aud I dined with Stratford at a merchant's in the 
city, where I drank the first Tokay wine I ever saw ; 
and it is admirable, yet not to a degree I expected. 
Stratford is worth a plumb, and is now lending the go- 
vernment forty thousand pounds ; yet we were educated 
together! at the same school and university. We hear 

* Dr. Benjamin Hoadly, afterward bishop of Winchester. D. S 
f Budgell, in Spectator, No. 353» thus describes these schoolfellows: 
u One of them was not only thought an impenetrable blockhead at 
school, but still maintained his reputation, at the university; the 
other was the pride of his master, and the most celebrated person in 
the college of which he was a member. The man of genius is at, 
present buried in a country parsonage of eighty-five pounds a year ; 
while the other, with the bare abilities of a common scrivener, has 
got an estate of above an hundred thousand pounds. n — ** These ine- 
qualities (observes the ingenious writer to whom I am indebted for 
.pointing out this quotation) are too numerous and too well eanetioa- 
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fhe chancellor is to be suddenly out; and Sir Simon 
Harcourt to succeed him : I am come early home, Dot 
caring for the coffee-house. 

15. To day Mr. Addison, Colonel Freind and I went 
to see the million lottery drawn at Guildhall. The 
jackanapes of blue coat boys gave themselves such airs 
in pulling out the tickets, and showed white hands open 
to the company, toilet us see there was no cheat. We 
dined at a country house near Chelsea, where Mr. Ad- 
dison often retires ; and to night at the coffee house ; we 
hear Sir Simon Harcourt is made lord keeper : so that 
now we expect every moment the parliament will be dis- 
solved ; but I forgot that this letter will not go in three 
or four days, and that my news will be stale, which I 
should therefore put in the last paragraph. Shall I send 
this letter before I hear from. MI), or shall I keep it to 
lengthen ? I have not yet seen Stella's mother, because 
I will not see Lady Giffard; but will contrive to get 
there when Lady Giffard is abroad* I forgot to mark 
my two former letters;, but I remember this is number 
3, and I have not yet had number 1 from MD; but I 
shall by Monday, which I reckon will be just a fortnight 
alter you had my first. I am resolved to bring over a 
great deal of china, I loved it mightily to-day. What 
shall I bring ? N 

1 6. Morning. Sir John Holland, comptroller of the 
household,* has sent to desire my acquaintance ; I have a* 
mind to refuse him, because he it* a whig, and will, I 
suppose, be out among the rest; but he is a man of 
worth and' learning. Tell me, do you like this journal 
way of writing? Is it not tedious and dull? 

ed, to be removed either by complaint or envy. 1 ' See the Historical 
and Biographir al Preface prefixed to the Rambler, 1802. 18mo. N» 
. *- He-succeeded Sir Thomas Felton, March 23^ VK&-V&, ^ w 

^ A- 2 . 
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Night I diced to-day with a cousin, a printer, wl 
Patty Holt lodges, and then came home, after a visi 
two; and it has been a very insipid day. Mrs. Lc 
misfortune is confirmed to me; bailiffs were in 
house; she retired to private lodgings; thence to 
country, nobody knows where : her friends leave le 
at some inn, and they are carried to her; and she w 
answers without dating them from any place. I si 
it grieves me to the soul. 

17. To day I dined six miles out of town, with ' 
Fate the learned woolen draper;* Mr. Stratford i 

* Mr. Pate was educated at Trinity Hall, Cambridge, whe 
regularly took hit degree of LL. B. He afterward became a 
eminent woolen draper* lived over against the Royal Exchange 
was commonly called " the learned tradesman." In the pictur 
lery at Oxford, under the portrait of John Cornelius Dig by , is wr 
44 the gift of William Pate, of London, woolen draper, K92." 
Pope, in a letter to Mr. Hughes, April 13, 1714, speaking of bis f 
sals for Homer, says, i( I have enclosed another for Mr. Pate, 
thinks fit to oblige me so far, as you seemed inclined to belie 
might*' In 1734, he was one of the sheriffs of London, and d 
1746. In the church yard at Lee, in Kent, where he lived for 
years in a delightful house, adjoining the rectory of that pla< 
"which he died, is the following epitaph to his memory : 

' "HfcjaeentReliqaies 
GULIELMI PATE, 

Viri 
Propter Ingenii Foecunditatem 
Et Literarum Peritiam 
Haud minus eximii, 
v Quam 

Ob Morum Urbanitatem Saavitatemque 
Dileeti. 
Hone Lapidem 
Sequenti Apophthegmate Aureo incisun, 
Tumulo imponi jussit: 
44 Bprcbannian illud teneto, 
44 Nervos atque Artus esse Sapientis, 

41 NON TflfSRX CBfcDIRl." 

Obiit nono die Decembrfe, 

Anno iEtatis sue Octogesiino, 

JEnt Christians 

jibccxlyi," " 
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with me : six miles here is nothing : we left Pate after 
sunset, and were here before it was dark. This letter 
shall go on Thursday, whether I hear from MD or no. 
My health continues pretty well ; pray God, Stella may 
give me a good account of hers : and I hope you are 
low at Trim, of soon designing it- I was disappointed 
to-night : the fellow gave me a letter, and I hoped to see 
little JVf D's hand ; and it was only to invite me to a 
venison pasty to-day : so- 1 lost my pasty into the bar- 
gahu Pox on these declining courtiers I. Here is Mr. 
Brydges, the paymaster-general, desiring my acquaint- 
ance ; hut I hear the queen sent Lord Shrewsbury to 
assure him he may keep his place ; and he promises me 
great assistance in the affair of the first-fruits." Well, I 
must turn over this leaf to night* though the side would 
hold aoother line; but pray consider this is a whole 
sheet : it holds a plaguy deal, and you must be content 
to be weary ; but I will do so no more. Sir Simon Hai> 
court is made attorney-general, and not lord keeper. * 

1 8. To-day I dined with Mr. Stratford at Mr. Ad- 
dison's retirement near Chelsea; they came to town;: 
got home early, and began a letter to the Tattler* about 
the corruptions of style and writing, &c. aodJbt|ving not 
heard from you, am resolved this letter shall go to-night. 
Lord Wharton was sen} for to town in mighty haste, by 
the duke of Devonshire: they have some project in. 
hand; but it will not do, for every hour we expect a 
thorough revolution, and that the parliament will be dis- 
solved. When you see Joe tell him Lord Wharton is 
too busy to mind any of his affairs; but I will get what 
good offices I can from Mr. Addison, and will write to- 
day to Mr. Pratt ; and bid Joe not to be discouraged, fop 

* See this Tattler (No. 230) in the eighth volume oC the. y«»»i.u&»- 
iection. N. 

Jl 3. 
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I am confident he will get the money under any govern*- 
ment; but he roust have patience. 

10. I have been scribbling this morning, and I be* 
Vieve shall hardly fill this side to-day, but send it as it 
is; and it is good enough. for naughty girls that will. not 
write to a body, and to a good boy Hike Presto. 1 
thought to have sent this to-night, but was kept by com* 
pauy, and could not ; and to say the truth, I had a little 
mind to expect one post more for a letter from MD.' 
Yesterday at noon died the earL of Anglesey* the great 
support of the tories ;. so that employment of vice treat- 
surer of Ireland is again vacant. We were to have been 
great friends, and I could hardly have a loss that could 
grieve me more. The bishop of Durhamf died the same; 
day. The duke of Ormond's daughter was to visit me 
to-day at a third place by way of advaucc, and I am to 
return it to-morrow. I have had a letter from Lady- 
Berkeley, begging me for charity to come to Berkeley cas* 
tie, for company to my lord, who has been ill of a, dropsy - r 
but I cannot go, and must send my excuse to-morrow. 
I am told,, that iu a few hours there will be more re- 
movals. 

20. To-day I returned my visit torthe duke's daugh- 
ters^ the iusoleot drabs came up to my very mouth to- 
salute me ; then I beard the report confirmed of. remo- 
vals^ my Lord President Somers; the duke of Devon- 
shire, lord steward; and Mr. Boyle, secretary of state, 
are all turned out today. I never remember such bold 
steps taken by a court: I am almost shocked at it, 

* John earl of A nglesea,. succeeded bis brother James > September 
18y 1701. He was- joint vice treasurer of Ireland. N. 

f It was not the bishop of Durham, but of St. David's, Dr. George 
Bull, who died that day. He had been archdeacon of Llandaff^ and* 
was raised to the prelacy, April 29, 1705. N. 

$ SeetheJctarail hereafter, October 20,1710 N. 
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though I did not care if they were all hanged. We are* 
astonished why the parliament is not yet dissolved, and 
why they keep a matter of that importance to the last. 
We shall have a strange winter here between the strug- 
gles of a cunning provoked discarded party ,\ and the 
triumphs of one in power; of both which I shall be an 
indifferent spectator, and return very peaceably to Ire* 
land, wheal have done my part in the affair I am in* 
trusted with, whether it succeeds or not To morrow I 
change my lodgings in Pall-mall for one in Bury-street, 
where I suppose I shall continue while I stay in London* 
If any thing happens to-morrow I will add it. Ro- 
bin's coffee-house. We have great news just now from 
Spain; Madrid taken and Pampeluna^ I am here ever 
interrupted. 

21.1 have just received your letter, which I will not- 
answer now ; God be thanked all things are so well. £ 
find you have not yet had my second : I had a letter 
from Parvisol, who tells- me he gave Mrs. Walls a bilk 
of twenty pounds for me, to be given to you ; but you 
have not sent it. This night the parliament is di*> 
solved : great news from Spain ;. King Charles and Stan- 
hope are at Madrid, and Count Staremberg has taken 
Pampeluna. Farewell. This is from St. James's cof* 
fee-house.. I will begin my answer to your letter to* 
uight : but not send it this week. Pray tell me whether 
you like this journal way of writing. I do not like your 
reasons for not going to Trim. Parvisol tell* me he can 
sell your horse. Sell it with a pox ? Pray let him know 
that he shall sell his soul as soon. What ? sell any thmg 
that Stella loves, and may sometimes ride? It is hers; 
and let her do as she pleases : pray let him know this 
by the first that you know goes to Trim. Let him sell 
ny gray, and be hanged. 
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LETTER IV. 

London, &pf. 21, 1710. 

Hxeb must I begin, another letter, on a whole sheets 
for fear saucy little MD should be angry, and think 
much that the paper k too little. I had your letter this 
aight, as I told you just and no more io my last; for 
this must be takeo up in answering yours, saucebox. I 
believe I told you where I dined to day ; and to-mor- 
row I go out of town for two days to dine with the same 
company on Sunday ; Molesworth the Florence envoy,* 
Stratford, and some others. I beard to day that a geo* 
tie woman from Lady Gttfard's house had been at the 
coiTee-house to inquire for me. It was Stella's mother, 
I suppose; I shall scud her a penoypost letter to-mor- 
row, and contrive to see her without hazarding seeing 
I#ady Giffard, which I will not do until she begs my 
pardon. 

22. I dined to day at Hampstead with Lady Lucy,&o. 
and when I got home found a letter from Joe, with one 
enclosed to Lord Wharton, which I will send to his ex* 
•elleccy, and second it as well as I can ; but to talk of 
getting the queen's orders isa jest. Things are in such 
a combustion here, that I am advised not to meddle yet 
ki the affair I am upon, which concerns the clergy of a 
whole kingdom; and does he think any body will trou- 
ble the queen about Joe ? We shall, I hope, get a re» 



* John Moleaworth, Esq. envey extraordinary from Queen Annete 
the grand, duke of Tuscany, and from King George I, in 1720, to 
the king of Sardinia; and afterward to the states of Venice and 
Switzerland. He trai a commissioner of the Stamp office; and was 
after ward the second Lord Viscount Molesworth, succeeding to that 
title in May 1725 ; but lived only to the 17th of the following Feb- 
wary. jV. 
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commendation from the ford lieutenant to the trustees 
for the Huen business* and I hope that will do; add 
bo I will write to him in a few days, and he must liave 
patience. This is an answer to part of your letter as 
yell as his. I lied, it is to-morrow I go to the country, 
ind I will not answer a bit more of your letter yet* 

23. Here is such a stir and bustle with this little MB 
of ours; I mint be writing every night; I cannot go t* 
bed without a word to them ; I cannot put out my can- 
dle rill I have bid them good night ; O Lord, O Lord t 
Well, I dined the first time to day, with Will Frankland 
and his fortune : she is not very handsome* Did I not 
say I would go out of town to day ; I hate lying abroad 
and clutter; I go to-morrow in Frankiand's chariot, and 
come back at night Lady Berkeley has invited me to- 
Berkeley castle, and Lady Betty Germain to Draytof* 
in Northamptonshire, and I will go to neither. Let me 
alone, I must finish my pamphlet. I have sent a long, 
letter to Bickerstaff: let the bishop of Clogher smoke it 
if he can* Well, I will write to the bishop of Killala ; 
hut you might have told him bow sudden and unexpecU 
td my journey was though.. Deuce take Lady S ' r 

and if I know D y, he is a rawboned faced feliowv 

Dot handsome, nor visibly so young as you say : she sa- 
crifices two thousand pounds a year, and keeps only six 
hundred Well, you have had all my land journey kt 
my second letter, and so much for that. So you have 
fot into Presto's lodgings ; very fine, truly ! We have 
had a fortnight of the most glorious weather on earth, 
and still continues : I hope you have made the best of 
ik Ballygall will be a pure good place for air, if Mrs. 
Ashe makes good her promise. Stella writes like an 
emperor : I am afraid it hurts your eyes ; take care of 
that pray, pray, Mrs. Stella. Cannot ^o\x An k\o\.^*& 
will with your own horse ? Pray do uoAlcX \!&»X \wq$i 
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Farvisol sell him. Patrick is drunk about three time* 
a week, and I bear it, arid he has got the better of mef 
but one of these days I will positively turn him off to- 
the wide world, when none of you are by to intercede for 
him. Stuff— how can 1 get her husband into the Char- 
ter house E get a into the Charter house. Write 

constantly ! Why sirrah, do not I write everyday, and 
sometimes twice a day to MD ? Now I have answer* 
ed all your letter, aud the rest must be as it can be ; 
send me my bill. Tell Mrs. Brent* what I say of the 
Charter house. I think this enough for one night; and. 
so farewell till this time to-morrow. 

24. To day I dined six miles out of town at Will- 
Fate's with Stratford, Frankland, and the Molesworthsv 
and came home at night, and was weary and lazy. I 
can say no more now but good night. 

25. I was so lazy to day that I dined at nextdoor,t 
and have sat at home since six, writing to the bishop of 
Clogher, Dean Sterne, and Mr. Manley i the last, be- 
cause I am in fear for him about his place, and have sent 
him my opinion, what I and his other friends here think 
he ought to do. I hope he will take it well. My ad- 
vice was, to keep as much in favour as possible with Sir. 
Thomas Frankland, his master here. 

26. Smoke how 1 widen the margin by lying in bed 
when I write. My bed lies on the wrong side for me, 
so that I am forced often to write when I am up. Mao* 
ley you must know has had people putting in for his 
place already ; and has been complained of for opening, 
letters. Remember that last Sunday, September 24, 
1710; was as hot as Midsummer* This was written ifl 
the morning j. it is now night, and Presto iu bed. Here's: 



* The doctor's housekeeper. D. S. 
/ TJUs must have been.at Mn. Viobomxi&Vt* TJU 3.- 
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a clutter, I have got MD'& second letter, and I must an- 
swer it here. I gave the bill to Tooke, and so— Well, 
I dined to-day with Sir John Holland the comptroller, 
tod sat with him till eight ; then came home and Bent 
ay letters, and writ part of a lampoon,* which goes on 
very slow, and no* I am writing to saucy MD; no 
wonder, indeed, good boys must write to naughty girls. 
I have not seen your mother yet; my penny post letter, 

I suppose, miscarried : I will write another. Mr. S- 

came to see me; and said M was going to the 

country next morning with her husband (who I find is 
a surly brute) so I could only desire my service to her* 

27. To-day all our company dined at Will Frank- 
land's, with Steele and Addison too. This is the first 
rainy day since I came to town ; I cannot afford to an- 
swer your letter yet. Morgan, the puppy, writ me a 
long letter to desire I would recommend him for purse- 
bearer or secretary to the next lord chancellor that 
would come with the next governor. I will not answer 
him ; but beg you will say these words to his father. 
Raymond, f or any body that will tell him : that Dr. 
Swift has received his letter, and would be very ready 
to serve him, but cannot do it in what he desires, be- 
cause he has no sort of interest in the persons to be ap- 
plied to. These words you may write, and let Joe, or 
Mr. Warburton4 g* ve them to him : a pox on him ! 
However, it is by these sort of ways that fools get pre* 
ferment I must not end yet, because I cannot say 
good night without losing a line, and then MD would, 
sc^ld ; but now, good night. 

28. I have the finest piece of Brazil tobagcafor Ping* 

* The virtues of Sid Hamet the Magician's Rod. D. S. 
f Dr. Raymorid is only called his father, because he espoused Mr* 
Morgan's interest with all his power. D. 8. 
) The doctor's cumte at JLaracor. D. 8* 
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ley that ever wis bora. Too talk of Ltfgh ; ffhy he 
will net be in Dublin these two months : he goes to the 
country, then returns to London, to see how the world 
goes here in parliament Good night sirrah* ;' do, no, 
not uight ; I writ this in the morning, and looking care- 
lessly I thought it had been of last night. I dined to- 
day with Mrs. Barton alone at her lodgings, where she 

told me for certain that Lady S was with child 

when she was last in England, and pretended a tympa- 
ny, and saw every body ; then disappeared for three 
weeks, her tympany was gone, and she looked like a 
ghost, &c. No wonder she married when she was so 
ill at containing. Conotty is out,* and Mr. Roberts in 
his place, who loses a better here, but was formerly a 
-commissioiier in Ireland. That employment cost Go* 
nolly three thousand pounds to Lord Wharton, so he bat 
made one ill bargain in his life. 

29. I wish MD a merry Michaelmas. I dined with 
Mr. Addison, and Jervis the painter, at Addison's conn- 
try place ; and then came home, and writ more to my 
lampoon. I made a Tattler since I came : guess which 
it is, and whether the bishop of Ctogher smokes it. I 
taw Mr Sterne to-day : he will do as you order, and I 
•will give him chocolate for Stella's health. He goes not 
these three weeks. I wfch I could send it some other 
way* So now to your letter, brave boys. I do not fifr* 
ywur way of saving shillings : nothing vexes um but 
that it does not make Stella a coward in a coach* I 
4o not think any lady's advice about my ears signifies 
two pence : however, I will, in compliance to you, ask 
Dr. Cockburn. Radclih% I know not, and Bernard I 
never see. Wallsf will certainly be stingier for seven 

* A commissioner of the lereaue, &c «t4 afterward speaker. IS.. 
f Archdeacon. !*•. 
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jean, upon pretence of his robbery. So Stella pun 
again ; why it it well enough ; but I will not second 
it, though I could make a dozen : I never thought of a 
pun since I left Ireland. Bishop of Clogher's bill ? 
why, he paid it me ; do you think I was such a fool as 
to go without it ? As for the four shillings, I will give 
you a bill on Parvisol for it on the other side this pa- 
per ; and pray tear off the two letters I shall write to 
bin and Joe, or let Diogley transcribe and send them ; 
though that to Parvisol, I believe, he must have my 
hand for. No, no, I will eat no grapes : I ate about 
sx the other day at Sir John Holland's : but would not 
give sixpence for a thousand, they are so bad this year. 
Tea, frith, I hope in God Presto and MD will be to- 
gether this time twelvemonth : what then ? last year, I 
oppose, I was at Laracor ; but next I hope to eat my 
Michaelmas goose at my little goose's lodgings. I drink 
do aUe {I suppose you mean ale) but yet good wiue 
every day, of five and six shillings a bottle. O Lord, 
bow much Stella writes : pray do not carry that too far, 
young women, but be temperate to hold out. To-mor- 
row I go to Mr. Harley. Why ; small hopes from the 
duke of Ormond : he loves me very well, I believe, and 
would in my turn, give me something to make me easy; 
and I have good interest among his best friends. But 
I do not drink of any thing farther than the business I 
am upon : you see I writ to Manley before I had your 
letter, and I fear he will be out. Yes, Mia. Owl, BKghe's 
carps came to Chester when I was there, and I told you 
so m my letter, or forgot it. I lodge in Bury-street, 
where I removed a week ago. I have tbe^rst floor, a 
dining room, and bed-chamber, at eight shillings a week ; 
plaguy deep, but I spend nothing for eating, never go to 
a tavern, and very seldom in a coach \ ^l titai tiSWi 
wi)l beexpearirek Why do you troubte ^^tiAVHfi* 
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tress Stell, about 1117 instrument ? I have the same the 
archbishop gave me : and it is as good now the bishops 
are away. The dean friendly ! the dean be post : a 
great piece of friendship indeed, what you heard him 
tell the bishop of Clogher ; I wonder he had the face to 
talk ap : but he lent me money, and that is enough. 
Faith, I would not send this these four days, only for 
writing to Joe, and Parvisol. Tell the dean that when 
the bishops send me any packets, they must not write to 
me at Mr. Steele's ; but direct for Steele, at His office 
at the Cockpit, and let the enclosed be directed for 
me ; that mistake cost me eighteen pence the other 
day. 

30. I dined with Stratford to-day, but am not to see 
Mr. Harley till Wednesday : it is late, and I send Urn 
before there is occasion for the bell ; because I would 
have Joe have his letter, and Parvisol too : which you 
must so contrive as not to cost them double postage* I 
can say no more, but that 1 am, &c. 



LETTER V, 

London, Sept. 30, 1710. 

Hate not I brought myself into a fine premunire t» 
begin writing letters in whole sheets, and row I dare not 
leave it off. I cannot tell whether you like these jour- 
nal letters : I believe they would be dull to me to read 
them over ; but, perhaps, little MD is pleased to know 
■how Presto passes his time in her absence. I always 
begin my last the same day I ended the former. I told 
you where I dined to-day at a tavern with Stratford r 
Lewis, who is a great favourite of Harley 's, was to have 
been mtb us ; but be was hunted to Hamotoo, coiu&~ 
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tad sent his excuse, and that next Wednesday he would 
introduce me to Harley. It is good to see what a la- 
mentable confession the whigs all make me of ray ill 
usage : hut I mind them not. I am already represent- 
ed to Harley as a discontented person, that was used ill 
for not being whig enough ; and I hope for good usage 
from him. The tories dryly tell me, I may make my 
fortune, if I please ; but I do not understand them, or " 
rather I do understand them. 

Oct 1. To-day I dined at Moles worth's, the Florence 
envoy : and sat this evening with my friend Darteneuf,* 
whom you have heard me talk of; the greatest punner 
of this town nest myself. Have you smoked the Tat- 
tler, that I writ ? it is much liked here, and I think it a 
pore one. To-morrow I go with Delaval the Portugal 
envoy, to dine with Lord Halifax near Hampton court. 
Your Manley's brother, a Parliament man here, has got- 
ten an employment ; and I am informed uses much in- 
terest to preserve his brother : and, to-day, I spoke to 
the elder Frankland to engage his father, (post-master 
here) and I hope he will be safe, although he is cruelly 
hated by all the toiies of Ireland. I have almost finish- 
ed my lampoon, and will print it for revenge on a cer- 
tain great per son. f It has cost me but three shillings in 
meat and drink since I came here, as thin as the town 
is. I laugh to see myself so disengaged in these revolu- 
tions. Well, I must leave off and go write to Sir John 
Stanley, to desire him to engage Lady Hyde, as my 
mistress, to engage Lord Hyde in favour of Mr. Pratt. 

2. Lord Halifax was at Hampton Court at his lodg- 
ings, and I dined with him there with MetuuenJ: and 

* See Journal of March 22, 1710-11. N. 
f The ^arl of Godolphio. D. S. 

\ Sir Paul Methnen, a very ingenious genteirau n«\vo nito *3s&a.v 
ntorat the Coart of Portugal* D. S. 
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Delaval and the late attorney-general. I went to the 
drawing room before dinner, (for the queen was at 
Hampton court) and expected to see nobody : but I met 
acquaintance enough. I walked in the gardens, saw 
the cartons of Raphael, and other things, and with great 
difficulty got from Lord Halifax, who would have kept 
me to-morrow to show me his house and park, and im- 
provements. We left Hampton court at sun set, and 
got here in a chariot and two horses time enough by star 
light. That's something charms me mightily about 
London : that you go dine a dozen miles off in October, 
atay all day, and return so quickly : you cannot do any 
thing like this in Dublin.* I writ a second penny post 
letter to your mother, and hear nothing of her. Did I 
tell you that Earl Berkeley! died last Sunday was sen- 
night, at Berkeley Castle, of a dropsy ? Lord Halifax 
began a health to me to-day : it was " the resurrection 
of the whigs;" which I refused* unless he would add 
their reformation too 1 : and I told him he was the only 
whig in England I loved, or had any good opinion of. 
3. This morning Stella's sister came to me with a let- 
ter from her mother, who is at Sheen ; but will soon be 
in town, and will call to aee me : she gave me a bottle 
of palsy water, a small one, and desired I would send it 
you by the first convenience, as I will ; and she promises 
a quart bottle of the same ; your sister looked very 
well, and seems a good modest sort of girl. I went then 
to Mr. Lewis, first secretary to Lord Dartmouth, and 
favourite to Mr. Harley, who is to introduce me to-mor- 
row morning. Lewis had with him one Mr. Dyot, a 
justice of peace, worth twenty thousand pounds, a com- 

* When this letter was written there were no turnpike roada in 
Ireland ; but the case now is quite altered. D. S. 
/ See his epitaph by Dr. Swift, in a letter dated February 22, 
17/0-11. Tf. 
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flrissioner of the stamp office, and married to a sister of 
Sir PJiilip Meadows, envoy to the emperor. I tell you 
Ibis, because it is odds but this Mr. Dyot will be haoged ; # 
for he is discovered to have counterfeited stamp paper, 
io which he was a commissioner: and, with his accom- 
plices, has cheated the queen of a huudred thousand 
pounds. You will hear of it before this comes to you, 
but may be not so particularly ; and it is a very odd - 
accident in such a man. Smoke Presto writing news to 
MD. I dined to-day with Lord Mount joy at Kensing- 
ton, and walked from thence this evening to town like 
an emperor. Remember that yesterday, October 2, 
was a cruel hard frost with' ice ; and six days ago I was 
dyiug with heat. As thin as the town is, I have more ' 
dinners than ever, and am asked this month by some 
people, without being able to come for pre-engagements. 
Well, but I should write plainer, when I consider Stella 
cannot read, and Dingley is not so skilful at my ugly 
hand. I had, to night, a letter from Mr. Pratt, who tells 
me, Joe will have his money when there are trustees 
appointed by the lord lieutenant, for receiving and dis- 
posing the linen fund ; and whenever those trustees are 
appointed, I will solicit whoever is lord lieutenant, and 
am in no fear of succeeding. So pray tell or write him 
word, and bid him not be cast down ; for JN"ed Southwell | 
and Mr. Addison both think Pratt in the right. Do not 
lose your money at Manley's to night, sirrahs. 

4. After I had put out my candle last night, my land- 
lady came into my room, with a servant of Lord Hali- 
fax, to desire I would go dine with him at his house 
near Hampton court; but I sent him word I had busi- 

f Richard Dyot wai tried at the Old Bailey, January 13, 1710-11, 
*od was acquitted ; but on the 15th, a bill of indictment vas found 
gainst biro for a high misdemeanor. N. 

t Aprivycowuellor, sod secretary of state tot lifta&&- "SU 
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ness of great importance that hindered me, &c. And, 
to-day, I was brought privately to Mr. Harley, who re* 
ceived me with the greatest respect and kindness ima- 
ginable ; he has appoiuted me an hour on Saturday, at 
four, afternoon, when I will open my business to him ; 
which expression I would not use if J. were a woman. 
I know you smoked it; but I did not till I writ it. I 
dined to-day at Mr. Delavai's, the envoy of Portugal, 
with Nic. Rowe the poet, and other friends ; and I gave 
my lampoon to be printed. I have more mischief in 
my heart ; and I think it shall go round with them all, 
as this hits, and I can find hints. I am certain I an- 
swered your 2d letter, and yet I do not find it here. I 
suppose it was in my 4th ; and why N. 2d, 3d ; is it not 
enough to say, as I do, 1, 2, 3 ? &c. I am going to 
work at another Tattler: I will be far enough but I say 
the same thing over two or three times, just as I do when 
I am talking to little MD ; but what care I ? they can 
read it as easily as I can write it : I think I have brought 
these lines pretty straight again. I fear it will be long 
before I finish two sides at this rate. Pray, dear MD, 
when I occasionally give you a little commission mixed 
with my letters, do not forget it, as that to Morgan and 
Joe, &c for I write just as I can remember, otherwise I 
would put them all together. I was to visit Mr. Sterne 
today, and gave him your commission about handker- 
chiefs: that of chocolate I will do myself, and send k 
him when he goes, and you will pay me when the giver* 
bread, &c. To-night I will read a pamphlet, to amuse 
myself. God preserve your dear healths. 
. 3. This morning Delaval came to see me, and we 
went to Kneller's,* who was not in town. In the way 
we met the electors for parliament men : and the rabble 



* .c; 



Sir Godfrey Kneller's, tt&^Aatac. ft. £. 
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tame about our coach, cryiag a Colt, a Stanhope, Arc. 
We were afraid of a dead cat, or our glasses broken, and 
bo were always of their side. I dined again at Dela- 
val's ; and in the evening at the coffee-house, heard Sir 
Andrew Fountaine was come to town. This lias been 
but an insipid sort of day, and I have nothing to remark 
upon it worth three pence : I hope MD had a better, 
with the dean, the bishop, or Mrs. Walls. Why, the 
reason you lost four and eight pence last night but one 
at Manley's, was because you played bad games ; I took 
notice of six that you had ten to one against you ; 
would any but a mad lady go out twice upon manilio, 
basto, and two small diamonds ? Then in that game of 
spades, you blundered when you had ten ace ; I never 
saw the like of you : and now you are in a huff because 
I tell you thist Well, here is two and eight pence half- 
penny toward your loss. 

6. Sir Andrew Fountaine came this morning, aud 
caught me writing in' bed. I went into the city with 
him ; and we dined at the chophouse with Will Pate, 
the learned woolen draper : then we sauntered at china- 
shops and booksellers ; went to the tavern, drank two 
pints of white wine, and never parted till ten : and now 
I am come home, and must copy out some papers I in- 
tend for Mr. Harley, whom I am to see, as I told yon, 
to-morrow afternoon : so that this night I shall say little 
to MD, but that I heartily wish myself with them, and 
will come as soon as I either fail, or compass my busi- 
ness. We now hear daily of elections ; aud in a list T 
saw yesterday of about twenty, there are seven or eight 
more tories tiian in the last parliament ; so that I believe 
they need not fear a majority, with the help of those 
who will vote as the court pleases. But I have been 
told, tliat Mr. Harley himself would nottet \Jftfe Vuta&\ft 

too numerous, for fear they should be \naoVt\A, vu&\&& 
vol. xxt. B 
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against him ; and for that reason they have kept several 
wbigB in employments, who expected to be turned out 
every day : as Sir John Holland the comptroller, and 
many others. And so get you gone to your cards* 
and your claret and orange, at the dean's,* and I will 
go write. 

7. I wonder when this letter will be finished : it must 
go by Tuesday, that is certain ; and if I have one firoei 
MD before, I will not answer it, that is as certain too! 
It is now morning, and I did not finish my papers for 
Mr. Harley last night ; for you must understand Presto 
was sleepy, and made blunders and blots. Very pretty 
that I must be writing to young women in a morning 
fresh and fasting, faith. Well, good morrow to you; 
and so I go to business, and lay aside this paper till 
night, sirrahs. — At night. Jack Howe told Harley, 
" that if there were a lower place in Hell than another, 
it was reserved for his porter, who tells Ires so gravely, 
and with so civil a manner." This porter I have had 
to deal with, going this evening at four to visit Mr. Har- 
ley, by his own appointment. But the fellow told me 
no lie, though I suspected every word he said. He told 
me, " his master was just gone to dinner, with much 
company, and desired I would come an hour hence;", 
which I did, expecting to hear Mr. Harley was gone 
out ; but they had just done dinner. Mr. Harley came 
out to me, brought me in, and presented me to bis son- 
in-law, Lord Doblanef (or some such name) and his 
own son, and among others, Will Feun the Quaker; we ■ 
sat two hours drinking as good wine as you do; and 
two hours more he and I alpne ; where he heard me tell 

* Dr. Sterne. He bequeathed 12001. to build a spire on St. Pa- 
trick's Cathedral. N. 

t George Henry Hay, Vicouot DuppHn, eldest son to the earl of 
Khnoul, to which title he afterratA»\ctce&«&, N. 
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ay business: entered into it with all kindness; asked 
for my powers, aud read them ; and read likewise a me- 
morial 1 had drawn up, and put it in his pocket to show 
(be queen; told me the measures he would take ; and, 
id short, said every thing I could wish ; told me he 
most bring Mr. St* John (secretary of state) and me ac- 
quainted $ and spoke, so many things of personal kind- 
ness and esteem for me, that I am inclined half to be- 
fore what some friends have told me, That he would 
do every thing to bring me over. He has desired to 
dine with me (what a comical mistake was that !) I mean 
lie has desired me to dine with him pn Tuesday; and 
after four hours being with him, set me down at St 
James's coffee-house, in a hackney coach. All this is 
odd and comical, if you consider him and me. He 
knew my christian name very well. I could not for- 
bear saying thus much upon this matter, although you 
wiO think it tedious. But I will tell you ; you must 
know, it is fatal to me to be a scoundrel and a prince 
the same day : for being to see him at four, I could not 
engage myself to dine at any friend's; so I went to 
Tooke, to give him a ballad and dine with him ; but he 
was not at home : so I was forced to go to a blind chop- 
bouse, and dine for ten pence upon gill ale, bad broth, 
and three chops of mutton ; and then go reeking from 
thence to the first minister of state. And now I am 
going in charity to send Steele a Tattler, who is very 
low of late. I think I am civiller than I used to be; 
and have not used the expression of " you in Ireland 19 
and u we in England," as I did when I was here before, 
to your great indignation. They may talk of the you 
hmv what;* but, gad, if it had not been for that, I 

* These wordf plainly refer to some particular ^vM\ca.Maw tft 
8wiff«* which hemppoBes induced the minister* to cw«\.\i\m. \V\* 
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should never have been able to get the access I have 
had ; and if that helps me to 6iicceed, then that tattitf 
thing will be serviceable to the church. Bat how fcr 
we must depend upon new friends, I have learnt by long 
practice, (hough I think among great ministers, they tire 
just as good as old ones. And so I think this impor- 
tant day has made a great hole in this side of the paptt; 
and the fiddle f addles of to-morrow and Monday wiB 
make up the rest ; and, besides, I shall see Harley on 
Tuesday before this letter goes. 

8. I must tell you a great piece of refinement if 
Harley. He charged me to come to him often ; I toM 
him I was loth to trouble him in 60 much business as he 
had, and desired I might have leave to come at his 
levee ; which he immediately refused, and said, u tf hat 
was not a place for friends to come to." It is now hut 
moruing, and I have got a foolish trick, I must say some- 
thing to MD when I wake, and wish them a good mor- 
row ; for this is not a. shaving day, Sunday, so I have 
time enough : but get you gone, you rogues, I must go 
write ; yes, it will vex me to the blood if any of these 
long letters should miscarry : if they do, I will shrink 
to half sheets again ; but then what will you do to make 
up the journal ? there will be ten days of Presto's life 
lost ; and that will be a sad thiug, faith and troth. — At 
night. I was at a loss to-day for a dinner, unless I 
would have gone a great way, so I dined with some 
friends that board hereabout, as a spunger; and this 
evening Sir Andrew Fountaine would needs have me go 
to the tavern, where, for two bottles of wine, Portugal and 
Florence, among three of us, we had sixteeu shillings u> 
pay ; but if ever he catches me so again, I will spend as 

certain, that after he had become intimate with the ministry, the/ 
freeljr acknowledged to him in conversation l\\at he was the only 
man in England they were afraid of. D. fc. 
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natty pounds ; and therefore I have put it among my 
Ggraordinaries: but we had a neck of mutton dres»- 
t&ila Maintenan, that the dog could not eat : and it is 
now twelve o'clock, and I must go sleep. I hope this 
letter will go before I have MD's third. Do you be- 
$eve roe ? and yet, faith, I long for MD's third too : 
UlA yet I would have it to say, that I write five for two. 
I am not fond at all of St. James's coffee-house, as I 
used to. be. I hope it will mend in winter ; but now 
they are all out of town at elections, or not come from 
their country houses. Yesterday I was going with Dr. 
Garth to dine with Charles Main, near the Tower, who 
km an employment there : he is of Ireland : the bishop 
of Clogher knows him well : an honest good natured 
fellow, a thorough hearty laugher, mightily beloved by 
the men of wit : his mistresa is never above a cpok 
maid. And so, good night, &c. 

0. I dined to day at Sir John Stanley's; my Lady 
Stanley is one of my favourites : I have as many here 
as the bishop of Killala has iu Ireland. I am thiuking 
vhat scurvy company I shall be to MD when I come 
bank : they know every thing of me already : I will 
felt you no more, or I shall have nothing to say, no sto- 
ry to tell, nor any kiud of thing. I was very uneasy 
last night with ugly, nasty, filthy wiue, that turned sour 
ttn>y stomach. I must go to the tavern ! O, but I told 
yetttbaft before. To-morrow I dine, at Harley's, and 
vUl finish this letter at my return; but I can wiite no 
am now, because of the archbishop : faith it is true ; 
far I an going now to write to him au account of what . 
I have done in the business with Harley : and faith, 
young women, I will tell you what you must count up- 
on, that I never will write one word on the third side in 
these long letter*. 
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10. Poor MD's letter .was lying so huddled up among 
papers I could not find it : I mean poor Presto's letter. 
Well, I dined with Mr. Harley to day, and hope some 
things will be done; but I must say no more : and thfa 
letter must be sent to the posthouse, and not by the bell- 
man. I am to dine again there on Sunday next ; I hope 
to some good issue. And so now, soon as ever I can in 
bed, I must begin my 6th to MD, as gravely as if I had 
not wtitten a word this month : fine doings, faith. Me* 
thinks I do not write as I should, because I am not in 
bed : see the ugly wide lines. God Almighty ever bless 
you, &c. 

Faith, this is a whole treatise : I will go reckon the 
Hues on the other sides. I have reckoned them. 9 



1 LETTER VI. 

London, OcL 10, 1710. 

So as I told you just now in the letter I sent half an 
hour ago, 1 dined with Mr. Harley to day, who present- 
ed me to the attorney general Sir Simon Harcourt, with 
much compliment on all sides, «fcc Harley told me he 
had shown my memorial to the queen, and seconded it 
very heartily ; and he desires me to dine with him again 
on Sunday, when he promises to settle it with her ma- 
jesty, before she names a governor ; and I protest I am 
in hopes it will be done, all but the forms, by that time : 
for he loves the church : this is a popular thing, and, he 
would not have a vernor share in it; and, besides* I 
am told by hands, he has a mind to gain me over. 



* Seventy-three lines n folio upon toe page, and ia a very rajaH 
bhnd. D.S. 
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lfttt in the letter I writ last pott (yesterday) to the 
archbishop I did not tell him a syllable of what Mr. 
Harley said to roe last eight, because he charged me to 
keep it secret : so I would not tell it to you, but tbat 
before this goes, I hope the secret will be over. I am 
bow writing my poetical description of " a shower iu 
London," and will send it to the Tattler.* This is the 
last sheet of a whole quire I have written since I came 
to town. Pray, now it comes into my head, will you, 
when you go to Mrs. Wall, contrive to know whether 
Mrs. Wesley be in town, and still at her brother's, and 
Jhow she is in health, and whether she stays in town. I 
writ to ber from Chester, to kuow what I should do with 
her note ; and I believe the poor woman is afraid to 
write to me ; so I must go to my business, «fcc. 

11. To day at last I dined with Lord Montrath, and 
carried Lord Mountjoy and Sir Andrew Fountaine with 
me ; and was looking over them at ombre till eleven this 
evening like a fool : they played running ombre half 
crowns ; and Sir Andrew Fountaine won eight guineas 
of Mr. Coote : so I am come home late, and will say 
but little to MD this night. I have gotten half a bushel 
of coals, and Patrick, the extravagant whelp, had a fire 
ready for me ; but I picked off the coals before I went 
to bed. It is a sign London is now an empty place, 
when it will not furnish me with matter for above five or 
six lines in a day. Did you smoke in my last how I 
toM you the very day and the place you were playing 
ombre ? But I interlined and altered a little, after I had 
received a letter from Mr. Manley, that said you were 
it it in his house, while he was writing to me ; but with- 
out his help I guessed within one day. Tour town is 

9 Bet Ms ia the tentp volume R. 
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certainly much more sociable than ours. I have not 
seen your mother yet, &c. 

12. I dined to day with Dr, Garth and Mr. Adcjisoo, 
at the Devil Tavern, by Temple Bar, and Garth treated; 
and it is well I dine every clay, else I should be longer 
making out my letters : for we are yet in a very chill 
state, only inquiring every day after new elections, what 
the tories carry it among the new members si* to one. 
Mr. Addison's election* has passed easy and undisput- 
ed: and I believe if he had a mind to be chosen king, 
Jie would hardly be refused. An odd accident has hag* 
pened at Qolchester : one Captain Lavallin coming from 
Flanders or Spain, found his wife with child by a clerk 
of Doctor's Commons, whose trade, you know, it is to 
prevent fornication : and this clerk was the very same 
fellow that made the discovery of Dyot's counterfeiting 
the stamp paper. Lavallin has been this fortnight hunfc- 
Jng after the clerk to kill him ; but the fellow was con- 
stantly employed at the treasury about the discovery hs> 
niade: the wife had made a shift to patch up the bunk 
ness, alleging that the clerk had told her her husbanc} 
was dead, and other exeuses : but the other day some* 
body told Lavallin his wife had intrigues before he mar- 
ried her ; upon which he goes down in a rage, shoots his 
wife through the head^ then falls on his sword ; and, to 
make the matter sure, at the same time discharges a pis- 
tol through his own head, and died on the spot, his wife 
surviving him about two hours ; but in what circumstan- 
ces of mind and body is terrible to imagine. I have 
finished my poem on the Shower, all but the beginning, 
and am going on with fay Tattler. They have fixed 
about iifty things on me since I came: I have printed 
but three. One advantage I get by writing to you cjair 

* For Malmetbury vjcc famnfcVm, Ht%a*A, 1*. 
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fy, or rather you get, is, that I remember not to write 
the same things twice; and yet I fear I have doue it 
often already : but I will mind and confine myself to the 
accidents of the day ; and so get you gone to ombre, 
and be good girls, and save your money, and be rich 
against Presto comes, and write to me now and then : I 
^m thinking it would be a pretty thing to hear something 
from saucy MD ; but do not hurt your eyes, Stella, I 
charge you. 

13. O Lord, here is but a trifle of my letter written 
yet; what shall Presto do for prittle prattle to entertain 
AID t The talk now grows fresher of the duke of Or- 
mood for Ireland, though Mr. Addison says he hears il 
will be in commission, and Lord Galway* one. These 
letters of mine are a sort of journal, where matters open 
by degrees; and, as I tell true or false, you will find by 
the event whether my intelligence be good ; but I do 
not care two pence whether it be or no. At night. To- 
day I was all about St Paul's, and up at the top like a 
fool, with Sir Andrew Fountaine and two more; and 
speut seven shillings for my dinner, like a puppy : this- 
is the second time he has served me so ; but I will never 
(Jo it agaiu, though all mankind should persuade me—* 
unconsidering puppies ! There is a young fellow here io 
town we are all fond o£ and about a year or two come 
from th^ university, one Harrison, a little pretty fellow, 
villi a great deal of wit, good sense, and good nature j 
has written some mighty pretty things ; that io your 6tb 
Miscellanea, about the Sprig of an Orange, is his: lie 
has nothing to live on but being governor to one of the 
duke of Quecnsberry's sons for forty pounds a year* 
The fine fellows are always inviting bim to the tavern,. 

* A French protests nt nobleman, who fled Cram ¥ratftft \&vi*n& 
r&sccuiion on account of Jus religion. W. 

B 2 
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and make him pay his club. Henley is a great crony 
of bit: tKey are often at the tavern at six or seven shil- 
lings reckoning, and always make the poor lad pay his 
full share. A colonel and a lord were at him and me 
the same way to-night : I absolutely refused,- and made 
Harrison lag behind, and persuaded him not to go to 
them. I tell you this, because I find all rich fellow r 
have that humour of using all people without any consi- 
deration of their fortunes ; but I will see them rot before 
they shall serve me so* Lord Halifax is always teazkg 
me to go down to his country house, which will cost me. 
a guinea to his servants, and twelve shillings coach hire; 
and bo shall be hanged first. Is not this a plaguy silly 
story ? But I am vexed at the heart; for I love the 
young fellow, and am resolved to stir up people to <k> 
something for him : he is a whig, and I will put him upon 
some of my cast whigs; for I have done with them, and 
they have, I hope, done with this* kingdom for our time. 
They were sure of the four members for London above 
all places, and they have lost three* in the four. Sis 
Richard Onslow, we hear, has lost for Surry : and they 
are overthrown in most places. Lookee, gentlewomen, 
if I write long letters, I must write you news and stuff* 
Unless I send you my verses ; and some I dare not ; and 
those on the Shower in London I have sent to the Tat- 
tler,! and you may see them in Ireland. I fancy you 
will smoke me in the Tattler4 I am going to write ; 
for I believe I have told you the hint I had a letter 
sent me to-night from Sir Matthew Dudley, and found it 
on my table when I came in. Because it is extraordi- 
nary, I will transcribe it from beginning to end. It is-ar 

* Sir WUKam Aakmt, Sir Gilbert Heathcote, and Sir John Ward. 
N. 

' f H p. 23$. ' See4he vertM hi Vol. X. V. 
J Ferh*s*No.2M. which wiU be toand\aVoVV\M. ^ 
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fettowB : £" Is tjc devil in you ?" Oct 13, 1 710."] I 
would hare answered every particular passage in it, 
only I wanted time. Here is enough for to-night, such 
tsitis,&c. 

14. Is that tobacco at the top of the paper,* or what ? 
I do not remember I slobbered. Lord, I dreamed of 
Stella, &c. so confusedly last night, and that we saw 
Dean Bolton and Sterne go into a shop ; and she bid me 
call them to her, and they proved to be two parsons I 
knew not: and I walked without till she was shifting, 
and such stuff, mixed with much melancholy and un- 
easiness, and things not as they should be, and I know 
not how ; and it is now an ugly gloomy morning. At 
fright. Mr. Addison and I dined with Ned Southwell, 
and walked in the park : and at the coffee-house I found 
a letter from the bishop of Clogher, and a packet from 
MD. I opened the bishop's letter ; but put up MD's, and 
Tisited a lady just come to town, and am now got into 
bed, and going to open your little letter; and God send 
I may find MD well, and happy, and merry, and that 
they love Presto as they do fires. O, I will not open it 
yet ! yes I will! no 1 will not; I am going; I eannot 
stay till I turn over.f What shall I do? my fingers 
itch; and I now have it in my left hand; and now I 
will open it this very moment. I have just got it, and 
am cracking the seal, and cannot imagine what is in it ; 
I fear only some letter from a bishop, and it comes too 
late: I shall employ nobody's credit but my own. Well. 
I see though ; Pshaw, it is from Sir Andrew Fountaine : 
what, another! I fancy that is from Mrs. Barton; she 
told me she would write to me; but she writes a better 

« 

* The upper part of the letter was a little besmeared with some such 
stuff; the mark is still on it D. S. 

t That is, to the next page ; for he is now wiftua \tarat.\tiM* ^v^e. 
bottoatcftbeSnt. D.8. 
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band than this: I wish you would impure; ft must b* 
at Dawson'sf office at tlie cattle. I fear this is from 
Patty Rolt, by the scrawl. Well, I will read MD'a let- 
ter. Ah, no; it is from poor Lady Berkeley, to invite 
me to Berkeley castle this winter; and now it grieves- 
my heart : she says she hopes my lord is in a fair way of 
recovery 4 poor lady. Well, now I go to MD's letter t 
faith k fe all right ; I hoped it was wrong. Your letter, 
No. 3, that I have now received, is dated Sept 26, and 
Manley's letter that I had five days ago, was dated Oct* 
3, that is a fortnight difference : I doubt it has lain ia 
Steele's office, and he forgot Weil, there is an end of 
that: he is turned out of his place; and you must do- 
sire those who send me packets, to enclose them in a ps> 
per directed to Mr. Addison, at St. James's coffee-house: 
not common letters, but packets: the bishop of Clogher 
may mentiou it to the archbishop when he sees him. 
As for your letter, it makes me mad : flidikins, I have 
been the best boy in Christendom, and you come with 
your two eggs a penny. Well ; but stay, I will look, 
over my book; adad, I think there was a chasm be- 
tween my No. 2 and No 3. Faith I will not promise to- 
write to. you every week; but I will write every night*, 
and when it is full I will send it ; that will be once ia 
ten days, and that will be often enough ; and if you be- 
gin to take up the. way of writing to Presto only because 
it is Tuesday, a Monday bedad it will grow a task;, but 
write when you have a mind. No, no, no, no, no, my 
no, no — Agad; agad, agad, agad, agad, agad; no, poor. 
&tellakins. Slids, I would the horse were in your — 
chamber. Have I not ordered Parasol to obey your 

i Joshua Da jrson, Esq. secretary to the lord justices of Ireland. He 
built a very fine house in a street called by his own name, which is 
now the mansion-house of the lord mayor, of Dublin. F. 
/ Lord Berkeley mat then dead. 8*e p. 22* "H*. 
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about hta? and hare not I said in my former 
letters, that you may pickle him, and boil Jrim, if you 
will? what do you trouble me about your hones for? 
have I any thing to do with them ?— Revolutions, a bin- 
derance to me in my business ; revolutions — to me in my 
business ? if k were not for the revolutions, I could do 
nothing at all ; and now I have all hopes possible^ 
though one is certain of nothing ; but to-morrow I am to 
have an answer, and am promised an effectual one. I 
suppose I have said enough in this and a former letter 
how I stand with new people ; ten times better than ever 
I did with the old * forty times more caressed. I am to 
dine to-morrow at Mr. Harley's ; and if he continues as 
he has begun, no man has been ever better treated by 
another. What you say about Stella's mother, I have 
spoken enough to it already. I believe she is not in 
town ; for I have not yet seen her. My lampoon is 
cried up to the skies ; but nobody suspects me for it, ex* 
cept Sir Andrew Fountaine ; at least they say nothing of 
it to me. Did not I tell you of a great man who re- 
ceived me very coldly ? that is he, but say nothing ; it 
was only a little revenge : I will remember to bring it 
over. The bishop of Clogher has smoked my Tattler,* 
about shortening of words, &c. But God so !f <fec. 

15. I will write plainer if 1 can remember it ; for 
Stella must not spoil her eyes* and Dingley cannot read 
my hand very well ; and I am afraid my letters are too. 
long : then you must suppose one to be two, and read 
them at twice. I dined to day with Mr. Harley : Mr. 
Prior dined with us. He has left my memorial with 
the queen, who has consented to give the first fruits, 
and twentieth parts, auch will, we hope, declare it to- 

* No. 230, printed in VeL VIII. tf. 

t,Thh appeari to be an interjection of turprife at \^a>V.t^W <& \va 
honal D. 8. 
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morrow in the cabinet Bat I beg you to teH it to oa 
person alive ; for so I am ordered till in public ; and I 
hope to get something of greater value. After dinner 
came in Lord Peterborow : we renewed our acquaint- 
ance, and he grew mightily fond of me. They began 
to talk of a paper of verses called " Sid Hamet." Mr. 
Harley repeated part, and then pulled them out, and 
gave them to a gentleman at the table to read, though 
they had all read them often : Lord Peterborow would 
let nobody read them but himself : so he did ; and Mr. 
Harley bobbed me at every line to take notice of the 
beauties. Prior rallied Lord Peterborow. for author of 
them ; and Lord Peterborow said, he knew them to be 
his ; and Prior then turned it upon me, and I on him. 
I am not guessed at all in town to be the author ; yet so 
it is : but that is a secret only to you. Ten to one 
whether you see them in Ireland ; yet here they run 
prodigiously. Harley presented me to lord president 
of Scotland, and Mr. Benson, lord of the treasury. Pri- 
or and I came away at nine, and sat at the Smyrna till 
eleven, receinug acquaintance. 

16. This morning early I went in a chair, and Pa- 
trick before it, to Mr. Harley, to give him another copy 
of my memorial, as he desired ; but he was full of busi- 
ness, going to the queen, and I could not see him ; but 
he desired I would send up the paper, and excused him- 
self upon his hurry. I was a little balked, but fhey tell 
me it is nothing. I shall judge by next visit. I tipped 
ids porter with a half crown ; and so I am well there for 
a time at least. I dined at Stratford's in the city, and 
bad burgundy and tokay ; came back afoot like a scoun- 
drel ; then went to Mr. Addison and supped with Lord 
Mountjoy, which made me sick all night. I forgot that 
1 bought six pounds of chocolate for Stella, and a little 
wooden box : and I have a grea\\Ae*ft tf 1iraX\v<*»«ft& 
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for Dingley, and a bottle of palsy water for Stella : all 
which, with the two handkerchiefs that Mr. Sterne has 
bought, and you roust pay him for, will be put in the 
box directed to Mrs. Curry's, and sent by Dr. Hawk- 
sbaw, whom I have not seen ; but Sterne has underta- 
ken it. The chocolate is a present, madam, for Stella. 
Do not read this, you little rogue, with your little eyes ; 
but give it to Dingley, pray now ; and I will write as 
plain as the skies ; and let Dingley write Stella's part, 
and Stella dictate to her, when she apprehends her 
eyes, &e. 

17. This letter should have gone this post, if I had 
not been taken up with business, and two nights being 
late out, so it must stay till Thursday. I dined to-day 
with your Mr. Sterne, by invitation, and drank Irish 
wine ;• but, before we parted, there came in the prince 
of puppies, Colonel Edgworth ;f so I went away. This 

•Claret. D. S. 

t It k reported of this Colonel Ambrose Edgworth, that he oace 
made a visit to one of his brothers, who lived at the distance of about 
sue day's journey from his house, and that he travelled to see him 
with his led horse, portmanteaus, &c. As soon as he arrived at bis 
brother's, the portmanteaus were unpacked,, and three suits of fine 
clothes, one finer than another, hung upon chairs in his bed-chamber* 
together with his night-gown and shaving plate disposed in their pro- 
per placet. The next morning, upon his coming down to breakfast, 
with bis boots on, his brother asked him where he proposed riding 
before dinner : I am going directly home, said the colonel. Lord ! 
said his brother, I thought you intended to stay some time with us. 
Ho, replied the colonel, I cannot stay with you at present; I only 
just eame to see you and my sister, and must return home this morn- 
ing. And accordingly his clothes, &c. were packed up, and off he 
went. 

But what merit soever the colonel might have had to boast of, his 
ton Talbot Edgworth excelled him by at least fifty bars length. Tal- 
bot never thought of any thing but fine clothes, splendid furniture for 
his horse, and exciting, as he flattered himself, universal -&dm\T&\tacu 
In these pursuits he expended his whole income, w\i\d\, ^.V^^^ 
ftrj iBeoodduMe ; in other reapfcets he care^nft\.\v»^>&%\^^* 
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day came out the Tattler, made up wholly of my Shoe- 
ei and a preface to it They say it is the best thing I 
ever writ, and I think so too. I suppose the bishop of 
Clogher will show it you. Pray tell me how you like 
it Tooke is going on with my Miscellany. I would 
give a peony the letter to the bishop of Kilaloe was in 
it ; it would do him honour. Could not you contrive 
to say you hear they are printing my things together ; 
and that you wish the bookseller bad that letter among 
the rest : but do not say any tiling of it as from me. I 
forgot wliether it was good or no ; but only having 
heard it much commended, perhaps it may deserve it. 
Well, I have to morrow to finish this letter in, and then- 
I will send it next day. I am so vexed that you should 
write your third to me, when you bad but my second, 
and I had written five, which now I hope you have all : 
and so I tell you, you are saucy, little, pretty, dear 
rogues, &c. 

18. Today I dined, by invitation, with Stratford 



To do him justice, be was an exceeding handsome fellow, well shaped, 
and of a good height, rather tall than of the middle size. He began 
very early in his life, even before he was of age, to shine forth in the 
world, and continued to blaze during the whole reign of George tb£ 
First. He bethought himself very happily of one extravagance, well 
suited to his disposition : he insisted upon an exclusive right to one 
board at Lucas's coffee-house, where he might walk backward and 
forward, and exhibit his person to the gaze of all beholders: in which 
particular he was indulged almost universally : but now and then 
some arch fellow would usurp on his privilege, take possession of the 
board, meet him, and dispute his right ; and when this happened to 
be the case, he would chafe, bluster,. ask the gentleman hii name, and 
immediately set him down in his table-book, as a man that he would 
Sght when lie came to age. With regard to the female world, bi» 
commpa phrase was, They may look and die. In short, he was the 
jest of the men, and the contempt of the women. D. 8. This un- 
happy man being neglected by his relations in bis lunacy, was taken 
into custody during his illness, and conffaed in Bridewell,. Dublin* 
*hete he dird. F. 
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add others, at a young merchant's in the city, with her- 
mitage and tokay, and staid till nine, and am now come 
home. And thai dog Patrick is abroad, and drinking, 
and I cannot get my night-gown. I have a mind to 
lorn that puppy away : he has been drunk ten times in 
three weeks. But I had not time to say more ; so good 
■ight, &c. 

10. I am come home from diuiDg in the city with 
Mr. Addison, at a merchant's : and just now, at the 
coffee-house, we have notice that the duke of Ormond 
was this day declared lord lieutenant, at Hampton court, 
io council. I have not seen Mr. Harley since ; but 
hope the affair is done about first-fruits. I will see hks* 
if possible, to-morrow morning ; but this goes to-night 
1 have sent a box to Mr. Sterne, to send to you by some 
friend ; I have directed it for Mr. Curry, at his house; 
so you have warning when it comes, as I hope it witt 
soon. The handkerchiefs will be put in some friend'* 
pocket, not to pay custom. And so liere ends my sixths 
sent when I had but three of MD's : now I am before* 
hand, and will keep so ; and God Almighty bless dear* 
est MD, &c 



LETTER VII. 

London, QcL 19,. 1710. 

O faith* I am undone ! this paper is larger than the 
other, and yet I am condemned to a sheet ; but since it 
is MD, I did not value though I were condemned to * 
pair. I told you in a letter to-day where I had been^ 
and how the day past ; and so, &c. 

20. To-day I went to Mr. Lewis, &t tt& «fc£t&«tf % 
dEce, to know when I might see Mr. Uuttef \ Tffl*\V| 
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tod by comes up Mr. Harlcy himself, and appoints me 
to dine with him to-morrow. I dined with Mrs. Van- 
bomrigh, and went to wait on the two lady Butlers; but 
the porter answered, they were not at home ; the mean- 
ing was, the youngest, Lady Mary,* is to be married to- 
morrow to Lord Ashburnharo, the best match now in 
England, twelve thousand pounds a year, and abundance 
of money. Tell me how my Shower is liked in Ireland : 
I never knew any thing pass better here. I spent the 
evening with Wortley Montague and Mr. Addison, over 
a bottle of Irish whie. Do they know any thing in 
Ireland of my greatness among the tories ? Every body 
reproaches me of it here ; but I value them uot. Have 
you heard of the verses about the Rod of Sid Hamet ? 
Say nothing of them for your life. Hardly any body 
inspects me for them, only they think no body but Prior 
or I could write them. But I doubt tbey have not 
reached you. There is likewise a ballad, full of puns 
on the Westminster election,! that cost me half an hour: 
it runs, though it be good for nothing. But this is like- 
wise a secret to all but MD. If you have them not, I 
will bring them over. 

21. I got MD'b fourth to-day at the coffee-house. 
God Almighty bless poor Stella, and her eyes and head : 
What shall we do to cure them, poor dear life ? Your 
disorders are a pull back for your good qualities. 
Would to Heaven I were this minute shaving your poor 
dear head, either here or there. Pray do not write, nor 
road this letter, nor any thing else, and I will write 
plainer for Dingley to read, from henceforward, though 
my pen is apt to ramble when I think who I am writing 

* Youngest daughter of the duke of Ormond. See an account of 
her death and character in the Journal of June 3, and June 5, 1710-11 . 
end of her sister in June 21, 1710. T*. ' • ■ ' 

/ See before, p. 2t ft. 
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to. I will not answer your letter until I tell you that 
I dined this day with Mr. Harley, who presented me 
to the earl of Sterling, a Scotch lord ; and in the even- 
ing came in Lord Feterborow. I staid till nine before 
Mr. Harley would let me go, or tell me any thing of my 
affair. He says the queen has now granted the first- 
fruits, and twentieth parts; but he will not yet give me 
leave to write to die archbishop, because the queen de- 
signs to signify it to the bishops in Ireland in form, and 
to take notice,^ that it was done upon a memorial from 
me, which Mr. Harley tells me, he does to make it look 
more respectful to me, &c. and I am to see him on 
Tuesday. I know not whether I told you, that in my 
memorial which was given to the queen, I begged for 
two thousand pounds a year more, though it was not in 
my commission ; but that Mr. Harley says cannot yet 
be done, and that he and I must talk of it farther : 
however, I have started it, and it may follow in time. 
Pray say nothing of the first-fruits, being granted, unless 
I give leave at the bottom of this. I believe never any 
thing was compassed so soon, and purely done by my 
personal credit with Mr. Harley, who is so excessively 
obliging, that I know not what to make of it, unless to 
show the rascals of the other party that they used a man 
mnworthily, who had deserved better. The memorial 
given to the queen from me speaks with great plainness 
of Lord Wharton. I believe this business is as import* 
ant to you as the convocation disputes from Tisdal. # I 
hope in a month or two all the forms of settling this mat- 

• These words, notwithstanding their great obscurity at present, 
were rery clear and intelligible to Mrs. Johnson : they referred to 
conversation)*, which passed between her and Dr. Tisdal seven or 
eight yean before ; when the doctor, who was not only a learned 
and faithful divine, but a zealous church tory, frequently tRtetataftA. 
ber with amotion disputes, D. 8. tee * \t\Mx totadk *wv&>'*>* 
17H. If. * 
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ter will be oyer, and then I shall have nothing to do here. 
I will only add one foolish thing more, because it is 
just come into my head. When this thing is made 
known, tell me impartially whether they give any of 
the merit to me, or no; for I am sure I have so much, 
that I will never take it upon me. Insolent sluts ! be- 
cause I say Dublin, Ireland, therefore you must say 
London, England : that is Stella's malice.* Well, for 
that I will not answer your letter till to-morrow day ; 
and so, and so, I will go write something else, and it 
will not be much ; for it is late. 

22. I was this morning with Mr. Lewis, the under 
secretary to Lord Dartmouth, two hours talking politic*, 
and contriving to keep Steele in his office of stamped 
paper : he has lost his place of Gazetteer, three hua* 
dred pounds a year, for writing a Tattler, some months 
ago, against Mr. liadey, who gave it him at first, and 
raised the salary from sixty to three hundred pounds. 
This was devilish ungrateful ; and Lewis was telling mt 
the particulars : but I had a hint given me, that I might 
Ave him in the oilier employment ; and leave was given, 
me to clear matters with Steele. Well, I dined with 
Sir Matthew Dudley, and in the evening went to sit 
with Mr. Addision, and offer the matter at distance to 
hid, as the discreeter person; but found party had so 
possessed him, that he talked as if he suspected roe, and 
would not foil in with any thing I said. So I stopped 
short in my overture, and we parted very diyly; and I 
shall say nothing to Steele, and. let them do as they 
will ; but if things stand as they are, he will certainly 

* There if a particular compliment to Stella couched in these words. 

Stella was herself an Englishwoman, bora at Richmond in Surrey* 

nevertheless she respected the interest and the honour of Ireland, 

where she had lived for some years, with a lenerous patriotic spirit 

P.S. 
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lose it, unless I save him; and therefore I will not speak 
to him, that I may not report to his disadvantage. Js 
not this vexatious ? and is there so much in the proverb 
of proffered service ? When shall I grow wise ? I en- 
deavour to act in the most exact points of honour and 
conscience, and my nearest friends will not understand 
it so. What must a man expect from his enemies ? this 
would vex me, but it shall not ; sfnd so I bid you good 
night, &c 

23. I know it is neither wit nor diversion to tell you 
every day where I dine, neither doj write it to fill my 
letter ; but I fancy I shall some time or other, have the 
curiosity of seeing some particulars how I passed my 
life when I was absent from MD this time; and so I tell 
you now that I dined to day at Molesworth's the Flo- 
rence envoy, then went to the coffee-house, where I be- 
haved myself coldly enough to Mr. Addison, and so 
came home to scribble. We dine together to-morrow 
and next day, by invitation ; but I shall not alter my 
behaviour to him, till he begs my pardon, or else we shall 
grow bare acquaintance. I am weary of friends, and 
friendships are all monsters, but MD's. 

24. I forgot to tell you that last night I went to Mr. 
Harley's, hoping — faith I am hluuderiog, for it was this 
very night at six ; and I hoped he would have told me 
all things were done and granted ; but he was abroad, 
and came home ill, and was gone to bed much out of or- 
der, unless the porter lied. I dined to day at Sir 
Matthew Dudley's with Mr. Addison, &c. 

25. I was to day to see the duke of Ormond ; and 
coming out met Lord Berkeley of Stratton, who told me 
that Mrs. Temple, the widow, died last Saturday, which, 
I suppose, is much to the outward grief and inward jpy 
of the family. I dined to day \nl\\ Mr. KA&awe^ *sA 
Steele, aad a sister of Mr. Addison, \rtio Sa Towrofe& v» 
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•one Mods. Sartre,* a Frenchman, prebendary of WesfcV 
minster, who has a delicious boose and garden ; yet I 
thought it was a sort of a monastic life in those cloisters, 
and I liked Laracor better. Addison's sister is a sort of 
a wit very like him. I am not fond of her, &c 

26. I was to day to see Mr. Congreve, who is almost 
blind with cataracts growing on his eyes; and his case 
is, that he must wait two or three years, until the cata- 
racts are riper, and till he is quite blind, and then he 
most have them couched ; and besides, he is never rid of 
the gout, yet he looks young and fresh, and is as cheerful 
as ever. He is younger by three years or more than I,f 
and I am twenty years younger than he. He gave me 
a pain in the great toe, by mentioning the gout I find 
such suspicions frequently, but they go off again. I had 
a second letter from Mr. Morgan : for which I thank 
you : I wish you were whipped for forgetting to send 
him that answer I desired you in one of my former, 
M that I could no nothing for him of what he desired, 
having no credit at all," &c. Go, be far enough, you 
negligent baggages. I have had also a letter from Par- 
visol, with an account bow many livings are set, and that 
they are fallen, since last year, sixty pounds. A -com- 
fortable piece of news ! He tells me plainly (hat he finds 
you have no mind to part with the horse, because you sent 
for him at the same time you sent him my letter; so that 
I know not what must be done. It is a sad thing that 
Stella must have her own horse, whether Parvisol will 
or not ! So now to answer your letter that I had three 
or four days ago. I am not now in bed, but am come 
home by eight; and it being warm I write up. I never 

• Mr. Sartre died September 30, 1713. HU widow (afterward mar- 
ried to Daniel Combes, Esq.") died March 2, 1730. If. 
i Coagrere was born in the year 1672 : consequently he was be- 
£/rmi tfwraad ire j^ears younger tuaa Dr. fcwVft, D.ft. 
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writ to the bishop of Killala, which, I suppose, was the 
reason he had oot my letter. I have not time, that is 
the short of it — As food as the dean is of my letter, he 
has not written to me. I would only know whether 
Dean Bolton* paid him the twenty pounds; and for the 

rest, he may kiss . And that you may ask him, 

because I am in pain about it, that Deao Bolton is such 
a whipster. It is the roost obliging thing in the world 
in Dean Sterne to be so kind to you. I believe he know* 
it will please me, and makes up that way, his other 
usage. .No, we have had none of your snow, but a lit- 
tle one morning; yet I think it was great snow, for an 
hour or so, but no longer. I had heard of Will Crowe's 
death before, but not the foolish circumstance that has- 
tened his end. No, I have taken care that Captain 
Pratt shall not suffer by Lord Anglesea's death. t I will 
try some contrivance to get a copy of my picture from 
Jervis. I will make Sir Andrew Fountaine buy one as 
for himself, and I will pay him again and take it, that 
is, provided I have money to spare when I leave this. 
Poor John t is he gone ? and madam Parvisol has been 
in town ? Humm. Why Tighe and I, when he comes, 
shall not take any notice of each other ; I would not do 
it much in this town, though we bad not fallen out. — I 
was to day at Mr. Sterne's lodging ; he was not within, 
and Mr. Leigh is not come to town, but I will do Ding- 
ley's errand when I see him. What do I know whether 

* This gentleman, as well as Dr. Swift, was one of the chaplains 18 
Lord Berkeley, when lord lieutenant; and was promoted to the dean- 
cry of Deny, which had been previously promised to Dr. Swift ; but 
Mr. Bushe, the principal secretary, for weighty reasons best known 
to himself; laid Dr. Swift aside, unless he would pay him a large sum, 
which the doctor refused with the utmost contempt and scorn. He 
was afterward promoted to the archbishopric of Cashel. He was one 
of the most eloquent speakers of his time, mnd was & very \evrtt&. 
mas, especially /* church Jrittory. F. 
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china be dear or no ? I once took a fancy of resolving 
(0 grow mad for it, but now it is off: I suppose I told 
you so in some former letter. And so you only want 
some salad dishes, and plates, and, <fec. Yes, yes, you 
shalL I suppose you have named as much as will cosl 
fkve pounds. — Now to Stella's little Postscript; and 1 
am almost crazed that you vex yourself for not writing. 
Cannot you dictate to Diagley, and not strain your little 
dear eyes ? I am sure it is the grief of my soul to thinl 
you are out of order. Pray be quiet, and if you will 
write shut your eyes, and write just a line and no more, 
thus [how do you do, Mrs. Stella ?] that was written 
with my eyes shut. Faith, I think it is better than when 
they are open* and then Dingley may stand by, and teH 
you when you go too high or too low. — My letters dl 
business, with packets, if" there be any more occasiou 
for such, must be enclosed to Mr. Addison, at St. JaraesV 
coffee-house : but I hope to hear, as soon as I see Mr. 
Harley, that the main difficulties are over, and that the 
rest will be but form. — Take two or three nutgalki 
Take two or three — galls ! Stop your receipt in yarn 

I have no need on't. Here is a clutter ! Well sc 

much for your letter, which I will now put up in mj 
letter partition in my cabinet, as I always do every lette 
as soon as I answer it. Method is good in all things 
order governs the world. The devil is the author o 
confusion. A general of an army, a minister of state 
to descend lower, a gardener, a weaver, &c. That, maj 
make a fine observation, if you think it worth finishing 
but I have not time. Is not this a terrible long piece fo 
one evening? I dined to day with Patty Roll at raj 
cousin Leach's, with a pox, in the city ; he is a printei 
and prints the Postman, oh, oh, and is my cousin, Gc< 

4 

* It is actually better written, a*t& \n & tfauw* YanA. D.S- 
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knows liow, and he married Mrs. Baby Aires of Lei- 
cester; and toy cousin Thomson was with us; and my 
cousin Leach offers to bring me acquainted with the au- 
thor of the Postman : and says, " he does not doubt but 
the gentleman will be glad of my acquaintance, and that 
he is a very ingenious man, and a great scholar, and 
has been beyond sea." But I was modest, and said, 
" May be .the gentleman was shy, and not fond of new 
acquaintance; 9 ' and so put it eff: and I wish you could 
hear me repeating all I have said of this in its proper 
tone, just as I am writing it. It is all with the same 
cadence with Oh hoo ! or as when little girls say, " I 
have got an apple, miss, and I won't give you some !" It 
is plaguy twelve-penny weather this last week, and has 
cost me ten shillings in coach and chair hire. If the fel- 
low that has your money will pay it, let me beg you to 
buy Bank Stock with it, which is fallen near thirty per 
cmL and pays eight pounds per cent* and you have the 
principal when you please : it will certainly soon rise. 
I would to God Lady Giffard would put in the four 
hundred pounds she owes you, and take (be five per 
cenL common interest, and give you the remainder. I 
will speak to your mother about it when I see her. 
I am resolved to buy three hundred pounds of it for my- 
self; and take up what I have in Ireland; I have a con- 
trivance for it, that I hope will do, by making a friend 
of mine buy it as for himself, and I will pay him when 
I get in my money. I hope Stratford will do me that 
Madness. I will ask him to-morrow or next day. 

27. Mr. Rowe the poet desired me to dine with him 
to day. I went to his office (he is under secretary in 
Mr. Addison's place that he had in England) and there 
was Mr. Prior; and they both fell commending my 
Shower beyoud any thing that has been hyMYhi <& ^ 

kind ; there never was such a Shower surce Itawas?^ &* 
vol. xxr. C 
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Toil must tell me how it is liked among you. I dined 
with Howe ; Prior could Dot come : and after dioner we 
weut to a blind tavern, where Congreve, Sir Richard 
Temple, Eastcourt, and Charles Main were over a bowl 
of bad punch. The knight sent for six flasks of his 
own wine for me, and we staid till twelve. But now my 
head continues pretty well, I have left off my drinking, 
and ouly take a spoonful mixed with waters/or fear of 
the gout, or some ugly distemper 5 and now, because it is 
late, I will, &c. 

23. Garth and Addison and I dined to-day at a hedge 
avern ; then I went to Mr. Harley, but he was denied 
or not at home ; so I fear I shall not hear my -business is 
done before this goes. Then I visited Lord Pembroke 
who is just come to town, and we were very merry talk- 
ing of old things, and I hit him with one pun. Then I 
went to the ladies Butler, and the son of a whore of a 
porter denied them : so I sent them a threatening mes- 
sage by another lady, for not excepting me always to 
Uie porter. I was weary of the coffee-house, and Ford 
desired me to sit with him at next door, which I did like 
a fool, chattering till twelve, and now am got into bed. 
I am afraid the new ministry is at a terrible loss about 
money : the whigs talk so it would give one the spleen : 
I am afraid of meeting Mr. Harley out of humour. 
They think he will never carry through this undertak- 
ing. God knows what will become of it. I should be 
terribly vexed to see things come round again : it will 
ruin the church and clergy for ever; but I hope for bet- 
ter. I will send this on Tuesday, whether I hear any 
farther news of my affair or not. 

20. Mr. Addison and I dined to day with Lord 
.Mountjoy ; which is all the adventures of this day. — 
I chatted a while to-n'-ghf in the coffee house, this being 
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• Aili night; and now am come home to write some bu- 

£10688* 

30. I dined to-day at Mrs. Vanliomrigh's, and sect a 
letter to poor Mrs. Long, who writes to us, but is God 
knows where, and will not tell any body the place of 
her residence. I came home early, and must go write. 

31. The month ends with a fine day; and I have 
been walking and visiting Lewis, and concerting where 
to see Mr. Harley. I have no news to send you. Aire, 
they say, is taken, though the Whitehall letters this 
morning say quite the contrary : it is good if it be true. 
I dined with Mr. Addison and Dick Stuart, Lord 
Mountjoy's brother; a treat of Addison's. They were 
half fuddled, but not I ; for I ,mixed water with my 
wine, and left them together between nine and ten : and 
I must send this by the bellman, which vexes me, but I 
will put it off no longer. Pray God it does not miscar- 
ry. I seldom do so; but I can put off little MD no 
longer. Pray give the under note to Mrs. Brent. 

I am a pretty gentleman ; and you loose all your 
money at cards, sirrah Stella. I found you out ; I did 
so. 

I am staying before I can fold up this letter, till that 
ugly D is dry in the last line but one. Do not you see 
it ? O Lord I am loth to leave you, faith — but it must 
be so, till next time ; pox take that D ; I will blot it, to 
dry it. 



LETTER VIII. 



London, October 31, 1710. 
So now I have sent my seventh to your foutV\\^ wi^ 
vomeo; and now I will ieil you what I N5<w\& p&V Vc 
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my last, tlmt this morning:, sitting in my bed, I had a fit 
of giddiness: the room turned round for about a n& 
mite, and then- it went off, leaving me skkish ; but not 
very : and so I passed the day as I told you; but I 
would not end a letter with telling you this, because it 
migbt vex you : and I hope in God I shall have no 
more of it. I saw Dr. Coekburn to day, and he pro- 
mises to send me the pills that did me good lost year, 
and likewise has promised roe an oil for my ear, that 
he has been making for that ailment for somebody else. 
• Nov. 1. I wish MD a merry new year. You know 
this .is the first day of it with us. I had no giddiness 
to day, but I drank brandy, and have bought a pint for 
two shillings. I sat up the night before my giddiness 
pretty late, and writ very much ? so 1 will impute it to 
that. But I never eat fruit, nor drink ale, but drink 
better wine than you do, as I did to day with Mr. Ad- 
dison at Lord Mottutjoy's: then went at five to see Mr. 
llarley, who could not see me for much company; but 
sent me his excuse, and deseed I would dine with him 
on. Friday; and then I expect some answer to this busi- 
ness, which must either be soon done, or begun again ;• 
and then the duke of Ormond and his people will inter- 
fere for their honour, and do nothing. I came home at 
six, and spent my time in my chamber, without going to 
the coffee-house, which I grow weary off and I studied 
at leisure, writ not above forty lines, some inventions of 
my own, and some hints, and read not at all ; and this be- 
cause I would take care of Presto, for fear little MD 
should be angry. 

2. I took my four pills last night, and they lay an 
hour in my thfbat, and so they will do to-night. I sup- 
pose I could swallow four affronts as easily. I dined 
with Dr. Cockbum to day, and came Iiome at seven ; 
but Mr. Ford has been with me WW JfutX row, «&& itfe 
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near eleven. I have had m> giddiness to-day. Mr.Dop* 
ping I have seen, and he tells roe coldly, my Shower is 
* liked well enough ; w there is your Irish judgment. I 
writ this post to the bishop of Clegber. . It is now just a 
fortnight since I heard from you. 1 must have you 
write once a fortnight, and then I will allow for wind 
and weather. How goes ombre ? does Mrs. Walls win 
constantly, as she used to do; and Mre. Stoyte ? I have 
not thought of her this long time ; how does she ? I find 
we have a cargo of Irish coming for London : I. am 
sony for it; but I never go near them. And Tighe 
islanded; but Mm. Wesley, they say, is going home to 
her husband, like a feo). Well, little monkies mine, I 
must gp write ; and so good night 

3. I ought to- read these letters I write, after I have 
dope; for looking over thus much I found two or three 
literal mistakes, which should not be when the hand k 
so bad. But I hope it does not puzzle little Dhagley 
to read, for I thank I mend: hut methinks when I write 
plain, I do not know how, but we are not alone, all the 
world can see us. A had scrawl is so snug, it looks like 
a PAID.* We have scurvy Tattlers of late, *o pray 
do not suspect me. I have one or two hints I design to 
sand him, and never any more* be does not deserve it* 
He is governed by his wife most abominably, as bad 
as ■ .■ . I never saw her since I came ; nor has h* 
ever made me an invitation ; either -he darts not,. or is 
such a thoughtless Tisdall fellow, that he never minds 
it. . So what care I for his wit, for he is the worst com- 
pany in the world, till he has a bottle of wine in his 
head. I cannot write straiter in bed, so you must be 
content At night in bed. Stay, let me see whore 

* PMD. This cypher stands for Presto, Stella, and Dineley \ a& 
mnch as to say, U looks like us three <jwte retueA from %& W ***. <& 
<■> world, D. S, 
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is this letter to MD among these papers ? oh ! here. 
Well, I will go on now ; but I am very busy (smoke 
the new pen.) I dined with Mr. Harley to-day, and am 
invited there again on Sunday. I have now leave to 
write to the primate and archbishop of Dublin, that the 
queen has granted the first fruits ; but they are to take 
no notice of it, tHl a letter is sent them by the queen's 
order from Lord Dartmouth, secretary of state, to signi- 
fy it. The bishops are to be made a corporation to dis- 
pose of the revenue, &c. and I shall write to the arch- 
bishop of Dublin to-morrow, (I have bad no giddiness 
to day) I know not whether they will have any occasion 
for me longer to be here } nor can I judge tHl I see 
what letter the queen sends to the bishops, and what 
they will do upon it. If despatch be used, it may be 
done in six weeks f but I cannot judge. They sent me 
to-day a new commission,* signed by the primate and 
archbishop of Dublin, and promise me letters to the two 
archbishops here ; but mine a — for it all. The thing 
Is done, and has been so these ten days ; though I had 
only leave to tell it to-day. I had this day likewise a 
letter from the bishop of Clogher, who complains of my 
not writing ; and what vexes me, says he knows yow 
have long letters from me every week. Why do you 
tell him so ? it is not right, faith : but I will not be an- 
gry with MD at a distance. I writ to him last post, be- 
fore I had his, and will write again soon, since I see he 
expects it, and that Lord and Lady Mouutjoy put him 
off uponane to give themselves ease. Lastly, I bad this 
day a letter, from a certain naughty rogue called MR, 
and it was No. 5, which I shall not answer to-night, I 
thank you. No, faith, I have other fish to fry ; but to- 
morrow or next day will be time enough. I have put 

*A«e? *MiiayoKXV.^t*dOct24,l7t<K N. 
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MD's commissions in a memorandum paper. I thick I 
have done all before, and remember nothing but this to- 
day about glasses and spectacles and spectacle cases. I 
have no commission from Stella, but the chocolate and - 
handkerchiefs; and those are bought, and I expect they 
will be soon sent. I have been with, and sent to Mr. 
Sterne, two or three times to know, but he was not with- 
in. Odds my life, what am I doing ? I must go write 
and do business. 

4. I dined to-day at Kensington, with Addison, Steele,. 
&c. came home, and writ a short letter to the archbi- 
shop of Qublin, to let him know the_x}ueen has granted 
the thing, &c. I writ in the coffee-house, for I staid at 
Kensington till nine, and am plaguy weary ; for Colo* 
nel Proud was very ill company, and' I will never be of 
a party with him again ; and I drauk punch, and that 
and ill company .has made me hot. 

5. I was with Mr. Harley from dinner to seven this- 
aigbt, and went to the coffee-house, where Dr. d'Ave* 
nant would fain have had me gone and drink a bottle of 
wine at his house hard by, with Dr. Chamberlain ; but 
the puppy used so many words that I was afraid of his 
company ; and though we promised to come at eight, I 
sent a messenger to him, that Chamberlain was goiog to 
a patient, and therefore we would put it off till another 
time : bo he, and the comptroller, and I were prevailed 
oo, by Sir Matthew Dudley, to go to his house, where I 
staid till twelve, and left them. D'Avenant has been 
teasing me to look over some of his writings that he is 
going to publish ; but the rogue is 60 fond of his own 
productions, that I hear he will not part with a sylla- 
ble; and. he has lately put out a foolish pamphlet, call- 
ed, " the third part of Tom Double ;" to make his court 
to the tones, whom he had left. 

fir / was today gamboling in the city Vo *fcfc \*»?j 
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Bolt, who is going to Kingston, where she lodges; but 
to say the truth, I had a mind for a walk to exercise 
myself, and happened to be disengaged : for dinners are 
ten times more plentiful with me here than ever, or than 
in Dublin. I will not answer your letter yet, because 
I am busy. I hope to send this before I have another 
from MD : it would be a sad thing to answer two let- 
ters together, as MD does from Presto. But when the 
two sides are full, away the letter shall go, that is cer- 
tain, like it or not like it ; and that will be about three 
days hence, for the answering night will be a long 

*. I dined to-day at Sir Richard Temple's, with 
greve, Vanbrugh, Lieutenant-General Farringtoo, &c 
Yanbrugb, I believe I told you, had a long quarrel with 
me about those verses on bis bouse ;* but we were very 
civil and cold. Lady Marlborough used to tease him 
with them, which had made him angry, thoqgh he be a 
good natured fellow. It was a thanksgiving day, and X 
was at court, where the queen past by us with all lories 
about her ; not one whig : Buckingham, Rochester, 
Leeds, Shrewsbury, Berkeley of Stratton, Lord Keeper 
Harcourt, Mr. Harley, Lord Pembroke, <&c and I have 
seen ber without one tory. The queen made me a 
curtsy, and said, in a sort of familiar way to Presto, 
How does MD ? ^1 considered she was a queen, and 
so excused her. I do not miss the whigs at court ; but 
have as many acquaintance there as formerly. 

8. Here is a do and a clutter ! I must now answer 
MD'b fifth ; but first you must know I dined at the 
Portugal envoy's to-day, with Addison, Vanbrugh, Ad- 
miral Wager, Sir Richard Temple, Methuen, <fec. 1 
was wearfy of their company, and stole away at five, 
aad came home like a good boy, and studied till ten, 

' *Seetli«stti&v<*.\. /N. 
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and bad a fire ; O ho ! tod now am ki bed. I have 
uo fire-place la my bed chamber ; but it is very warm 
weather whea one is id bed. Yeur fine cap* Madam 
Ding ley, is too little, and too hot : I wiH have that fur 
taken off; I wish it were far enough ; and my old vel« 
vet cap is good for nothing. Is it velvet under (be fur ? 
I was feeling, but cannot find : it it he, it will do with* 
out it, else I will face it : but then I must buy new vel- 
vet ; but may be I may beg a piece. What shall X do ? 
neli, now to rogue MD's letter. God be thanked for 
Stella's eyes mending ; and God send it hokls i bat 
faith you writ too much at a time : better write less, or 
write it at ten times. Yes, faith, a long letter in a 
morning from a dear friend, is a dear thing. I smoke 
a compliment, little mischievous girls, I do so. But 
who are those rnggs that think I am turned tory ? Do 
you mean whigs ? Which wiggs and what do you 
mean ? I know nothing of Raymond, and only had ope 
letter from him a little after I came here. [Pray re* 
member Morgan.] Raymond is indeed like to have 
much influence over me in London, and to share much 
of my conversation. I shall, no doubt, introduce him 
to Uarley, and lord keeper, and the secretary of state. 
The Tattler upon Ithuriel's spear is not mine, madam* 
What a puzzle there is between you ;*.d your judgment t 
In general you may be sometimes sure of things, as that 
about style, because it is what I have frequently spoken 
of; but gues&ing is mine a — ; and J defy mankind, if 
i please. Why, I writ a pamphlet when I was last in 
Loudon, that you and a thousand have seen, and never 
guessed it to be mine* Could you have guessed the 
Shower in Town to be mine ? How chance you did 

* Probably on •« Tarte in Readiog," addressed to Sir Aadr*w 
Fountuine. N. 
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trot see that before jour last letter went ; but I support 
you in Ireland did not think it worth mentioning. Nor 
am I suspected for the lampoon : only Harley said be 
smoked me, (have I told you so before ?) and some 
others knew it It is called the Rod of Sid Hamet. 
And I have written several other things that I hear corn- 
mended, and nobody suspects me for them ; nor you 
shall not know till I see you again. What do you mean* 
" that boards near me, that I dine with now and then ?" 
I know no such person : I do not dine with boarders* 
What the pox ! you know whom I have dined with 
every day since I left you, better than I do. What do 
you mean, sirrah ? Slids, my ailment has been over 
these two months almost. Impudence, if you vex me, I 
will give ten shillings a week for my lodging ; for I am 
almost stunk out of this with the sink, and it helps me 
to verses in my Shower. Well, Madam Dingley, what 
say you to the world to come ? What ballad ? Why go 
look, it was not good for much : have patience till I 
come back ; patience is a gay thing as, &c. I hear 
nothing of Lord Mountjoy's coming for Ireland. When, 
is Stella's birth-day ? in March ? Lord bless me, my 
turn at Christ Church ! it is so natural to bear you write 
about that, I believe you have done it a hundred times; 
it is as fresh in m} * iiud, the verger coming to you ; and 
why to you ? would he have you preach for me ? O, 
pox on your spelling of latin. Jonsonibus atque, that is 
the way. How did the dean get that name by the end ? 
It was you betrayed me : not I, faith ; I will not break 
his head. Your mother is still in the country, I sup- 
pose, for she promised to see me when she came to town* 
I writ to her four days ago, to desire her to break it to 
Lady Giffard, to put some money for you in the bank, 
which was then fallen thirty per cent. Would to God 
wine bad been here, I should have g*\&td one hundred 
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pounds, and got as good interest a* in Ireland, and much 
securer. I would fain have borrowed three hundred 
pounds ; but money is so scarce here, there is no bor- 
rowing, by this fall of stocks. It is risiug now, and I 
knew it would : it fell from one hundred-and-twenty* 
nine to ninety-six. I have not heard: since from your 
mother. Do- you think I would be so. unkind not to see 
her, that you desire mc in a style so melancholy ? Mrs. 
Raymond you say is with child : I am sorry for it, and 
so ia> I believe, her husband* Mr. Harley speaks all 
the kind things to me* in the world \ and I believe, 
would serve me, if I were to stay here ; but I reckon, 
ho time the duke of Ormond may give me some addition 
to Laracor. Why should the whigs think I came to* 
England to leave them ? Sure my journey was no se- 
cret ! I protest sincerely, I did all I could to hinder it, as* 
the dean can tell you,, although now I do not repent it.- 
But who the deviLcares what they think ? Am I un- 
der obligations in the least to any of them all ? Rot 
them, for ungrateful dogs ; I will make them repent: 
their usage before I leave this place. They say here 
the same thing of my leaving the whigs ; but they own- 
they cannot blame me, considering the treatment I have- 
had. I will take care of your spectacles, as I told- you 
before, and of the bishop of Kilialate ; but I will not 
write to him, I have not time. What da you mean by 
vaj fourth, Madam Dinglibus? Does not Stella say you 
have had my fifth, goody blunder ; you frighted, me till 
I looked back. Well, this is enough for one nights 
Pray give my humble service to Mrs. Stoyte and hem 
sister, Kate is it, or Sarah ? I have forgot her name, 
faith. I thiuk I will even (and to Mrs. Walls and the 
archdeacon) send this to-morrow : no, faith, that will be" 
in ten days from the last I will keep it till Saturdays 

though. I write do more. But what life \&\&\ taKk^Si 

c3 
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should come in the mean time ? why then I would ouly 
sty, * Madam, I hare received your sixth letter ; your 
most humble servant to command, Presto 5" and so con- 
clude. Well, now I will write and think a little, and so 
to bed, aod dream of MD. 

0. I have my mouth lull of water, and was going to 

spit it out, because I reasoned with myself— How could 

I write when my mouth was full ? Have not yon done 

things like that, reasoned wrong at first thinking ? Well* 

I was to see Mr. Lewis this morning, and am to dine a 

few days hence, as he tells me, with Mr* Secretary St» 

John ; and I must contrive to see Harley soon again, to 

hasten this business from the queen. I dined to-day 

at Lord Moutrath'a, with Lord Mountjoy, &c but the 

wine was not good, so I came away, staid at the cot 

fee-house till seven, then came home to my fire, the 

maidenhead of my second half bushel, and am now in 

bed at eleven, as usual. It is mighty warm ; yet I fear 

I shall catch cold this wet weather, if I sit an evening in 

my room after coming from warm places : and 1 must 

make much of myself, because MD is not here to take 

care of Presto ; and I am full of business, writing, Sic* 

and do not care for the coffee-bouse; and so thk serves 

for altogether, not to tell it you over and over, as silly 

people do; but Presto is a wiser man, faith, than so, let 

me tell you, geutlewonieu. See, I am got to the third 

side ; but, faith, I will not do that often ; but J must say 

aometbiug early to-day, till the letter is done, and 00 

Saturday it shall go; so I must save something till -to* 

morrow, till to-morrow aod next day. 

10. O Lord, I would this letter was with you with all 

my heart : if it should miscarry, what a deal would be 

lost ! I forgot to leave a gap in the last line but one 

for the seal, like a puppy ; but I should have allowed 

far " Night, good night.' 7 But * hen I am taking lea ve* 
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liauaat leavea bit, frith; but I fancy the seal will not 
come there. I diued u>day at Lady Lucy's, where they 
rao down my Shower ; and said Sid Hamet was the sil- 
liest poem they e? er read, and told Prior so, whom they 
thought to be the author of it. Do not you wonder I 
never dined there before ? But I am too busy, and they 
live too far off; and, besides, I do not like women so 
much as I did. [MD you must know, are not women.] 
I sapped to night at Addison's, with Garth, Steele, and 
Mr. Doppiug ; and am come home late. Lewfe has sent 
to me to desire I will dine with some company I shall 
like. I suppose it is Mr. Secretary St. John 1 * appoint- 
ment. I had a letter just now from Raymond, who is at 
Bristol, and says he will be at London in a fortnight, and 
leave his wife behind him ; and desires any lodging in 
the bouse where I am : but that must not be. I shall not 
know what to do with him in town : to be sure I will 
not present him to any acquaintance of mine, and he will 
live a delicate life, a parson and a perfect stranger! 
Paamst ttvelvwe o'clock, and so good night, &c. O ! but 
I forgot, Jemmy Leigh is come to town ; says he has 
brought Dingley's things, and will send them by the first 
convenience. My parcel, I bear, is not sent yet. He 
thinks of going for Ireland in a month, «fec. I cannot 
write to-morrow, because — what ? because of the arch- 
bishop ; because I will seal my letter early; because I 
am -engaged from noon till night; because of many kind 
of things? and yet I will, write one or tiro words te- 
merrew morning, to keep up my journal constant, and at 
oigbt I will begin the ninth. 

11. Morning, by candlelight. You must know that 
I am fn my nightgown every morning between/six and 
seven, and Patrick is forced to ply me fifty times before I 
can get on my nightgown; and so now I wttlVAfe&TKyVw* 
of mj 4MB dear MD } for- tbia tetter, ao& Yftgit i«s ^^ 
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vben I come home at eight. . God Almighty bleat and. 
protect dearest MD. FareweU, <fcc. 
. This letter's as long as a sermon, faith. 



LETTER IX. 

London, Nov. 11, 1710. 

I dined to day, by invitation, with the secretary of 
state, Mr. St John. Mr. Harley came in to us before 
dinner, and made me his excuses for not dining with.ua> 
because he was to receive people who came to propose 
advancing money to the government : there diued with 
us only Mr. Lewis, and Dr. Freind, that writ Lord Pe» 
(erborow's actions in Spain. I staid with them till just 
now, between ten and eleven, and was forced again to 
give my eighth to the bellman, which J did with my own 
hands, rather than keep it till next post The secretary 
used me with all the kindness in the world.. Prior came 
in after dinner; and, upon an occasion,. he [the secreta- 
ry] said, the best thing he ever, read is not yours, butt 
Dr. Swift's on Vanbrugh; which I do not reckon so 
very good neither. But Prior was damped until I 
stuffed him. with two or three compliments. I am think* 
ing what a veneration we used to have for Sir William* 
Temple, because, he might. have been secretary of state 
at fifty ; and here is a young fellow, hardly thirty, in 
that epiploymew V His father is a, man of pleasure, that 
walks the Mall, and frequeqta St James's coffee-house, 
and. the chocolate-houses, and the young sou ia principal 
secretary of state. Is there not something very odd in 
that ? He told me, among other things, that Mr. Harley 
complained " he could, keep nothing from me, I had the 
way so much, of getting, into uu&>" I Yuaftw thai was a 
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refinement; and so I told him, and it was so: iodeed it 
is hard to see these great men use me like one who wa* 
their betters, and the puppies with you in Ireland hardly 
regarding me : but there are some reasons for all this, 
which I will tell you when we meet. At coming home 
I saw a letter from your mother, in answer to one I sent 
her two days ago. It seems she is in town; but cannot come- 
out in a morning, just as you said, and God knows when 
I shall be at leisure in an afternoon ; for if I should send 
ber a pennypost letter, and afterward not be able to meet 
her, it would vex me; and, besides, the days are short, 
and why she cannot come early in a morning before she 
is wanted, I cannot imagine. I will desire her to let 
Lady Gilford know that she hears I am in town, and 
that she would go to see me to inquire after you. I won- 
der she will confine herself so much to that old beast's 
humour. Tou know I cannot in honour see Lady Gif- 
fard, and consequently not go into her house. This I 
think is enough for the first time. 

12. And how could you write with such thin paper? 
(I forgot to say this in my former.) Cannot you get 
thicker f Why, that is a common caution that writing 
roasters give their scholars;* you must have heard it a 
hundred times. It is this, 

a If paper be thitr y 

Ink will slip in ; 

But if it be thick, 

You may write with a stick." 

I bad a letter to day from poor Mrs. Long, giving me 
an account of her present life, obscure in a remote 
country town* and. how easy she is under it. Poor 

» Grotto at Lyna Aegis iaNtorfc&k. T>^. 
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creature ! it is just such an alteration iu life, as if Presto 
should be banished from MD, aod eoodemfied to con* 
Terse with Mrs. Raymoad. I diaed to day with Ford, 
Sir Richard Levinge, &c at a place where they board, 
hard by. I was lazy, aod not very well, sitting so long 
with cosapany yesterday. I have been very busy writr 
ing this eveuing at home, aod had a ire ; I am spending 
my secood half bushel of coals; and now am in bed* 
and it is late. 

13. 1 dined to day in the city, aod then went to ©ho* 
ten Will Frankland's chUd; and Lady Fakoobridgt 
was one of the godmothers : this is a daughter of Oliver 
Cromwell, and extremely like him by his pictures that 
I have seen. I staid till almost eleven, and am now 
come home and gone to bed. My business in the dry 
was to thank Stratford for a kindness he has done m^ 
which now I will tell you. J found bank stock was feist* 
thirty-four in the hundred, and was mighty desirous to 
buy it : but I was a little too late for the cheapest timet 
being hindered by business here ; for I was so wise to 
guess to a day when it would fall. My project was this 4 
I had three hundred pounds in Ireland ; and so I writ 
Mr. Stratford in the city, to desire he would buy ma 
three hundred pounds in bank stock, and that he should 
keep the papers, and that I would be bound to pay him 
for them ; and if it should rise or fall, I would take my 
chance, and pay him interest in the mean time. I show- 
ed my letter to one or two people, who understand those 
things; and they said, " money was so hard to be got 
here, that no man would do it for me." However, Strat- 
ford, who is the most generous man alive, has done it : 
but it cost one hundred pounds and a halt that ia ten 
shillings, so that three hundred poun.4s.cost me three 
hundred pounds and thirty shillings. This was done 
about a week ago, and 1 can U?n e fa& ^ouada for my 
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baigain already. Before it fell it was one hundred and 
thirty pound* and we Are cure it will be the same again. 
I told you J writ to your mother, to desire that Lady 
Ctiffard would do the same with what she owes you; 
but she tells your mother she has no money. I would 
to God all you had in the world was there. Whenever 
you lend money take this rule, to have two people 
bouiid 9 who hare both visible fortunes; for they will 
hardly die together; and when one dies, you fall upon 
the other, and make him add another security : and if 
Rathburn (now I have his name) pays you in your mo* 
oey, let me know, and I will direct Parvisol according* 
\y: however, he shall wait on you and know. So, ladies* 
enough of business for one night JPoaaaast indwvt 
febck! I must only add, that after a long fit of rainy 
weather, it has been fair two or three days, and is this 
4sw grown cold and. frosty ; so that you must give poor 
Httte Jtasto leave to have a fire in bis chamber morning 
and evening too, and be will do a* much for you. 

14. What, has your chancellor, lost his senses, like 
Will Crowe ? I forgot to teH Diogley, that J was yes* 
today at Xtidgate, bespeaking the spectacles at the great 
sbgp there, and shall have them in a day or two. This 
bsj been- no insipid day. I dined with Mrs. Vanhom* 
rigb, and came gravely home, after just visiting the cof» 
fea-bouse. Sir Richard Cox, they say, is sure of going 
over lord chancellor, who is as arrant a puppy as ever 
sat bread : but the duke of Ormond has a natural affec-. . 
tion to puppies, which is a thousand pities, being none 
himself. I have been amusing myself at home till now, 
sod in bed bid you good night 

15. I have been visiting this morning, but nobody was 
it home, Secretary St. John, Sir ThomaB Hanmer, Sir 
Chancellor Cox-comb, Ac. I attended the dnJ&fe dt Q\- 
jpwxi wi$b about fifty other Irish gentlemen *X €kMue&£* 



66 JOURNAL TO STELLA. , 

ball, where the Londonderry society laid out three 
hundred pounds to treat us and his grace with a dinner. 
Three great tables with the dessert laid in mighty figure. 
Sir Richard Levinge* and I got discreetly to the head 
of the second table, to avoid the crowd at the first : bat 
it was so cold, and so confounded a noise with the trum- 
pets and hautboys, that I grew wear}', and stole away 
before the second course came on ; so I can give you no 
account of it, which is a thousand pities, I called at 
Ludgate for Diugley's glasses, and shall have them id a* 
day or two ; and I doubt it will cost me thirty shillings 
for a microscope, but not without Stella's permission; 
for I remember she is a virtuoso. Shall I buy it or no? 
It is not the great bulky ones, nor the common little 
ones, to impale a louse (saving your presence) upon a 
needle's point ; but of a more exact sort, and clearer to 
the Bight, with all its equipage in a little trunk that you 
may carry in your pocket. Tell me, sirrah, shall I boy 
it or not for you ? I came home straight, &c 

1 6. I dined to day in the city with Mr. Manley, who 
invited Mr. Addison and me, and some other friends, 
to his lodging, and entertained us very handsomely. I 
returned with Mr. Addison, and loitered till nine in the 
coffee-house, where I am hardly known by going so sel- 
dom. I am here soliciting for Trouuce ; you know him : 
he was gunner in the former yacht, and would fain be 
so in the present one : if you remember him* a good lus- 
ty fresh-coloured fellow. Shall I stay till I get another 
letter from MD before I close up this ? Mr. Addison- 
and I meet a little seldomer than formerly, although we 
are still at bottom as good friends as ever; but differ ft 
Httle about party. 

* Speaker of the home of commons, and lord chief juitice of the 
queen's heachi in frelwk N. 
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17. To day I went to Lewis at the secretary's office; 
where I saw and spoke to Mr. Harley, who promised, in 
a few days, to finish the rest of my business. I re* 
proached him for putting me on the necessity of minding 
aim of it, and rallied him, &c. which he took very well. 
I dined to day with one Mr. Gere, elder brother to a 
young merchant of my acquaintance, and Stratford, and 
my other friend, merchants, dined with us, where I staid 
late, drinking claret and burgundy, and am just got to 
bed, and will say no more, but that it now begins to be 
time to have a letter from my own little MD; for the 
lnt I had above a fortnight ago, and the date was old 
too. 

18. To day I dined with Lewis and Prior at an eat- 
iof house, but with Lewis's wine. Lewis went away, 
tod Prior and I sat on, where we complimented .one 
toother for an hour or two upon our mutual wit and 
poetry. Coming home at seven, a gentleman unknown 
stopped me in the Pall Mall, and asked my advice ; said 
"he bad been to see the queen (who was just come to 
town) and the people in waiting would not let him see 
her; that he had two hundred thousand men ready to 
Krve her in the war ; that he knew the queen perfectly 
veil, and had an apartment at court, and if she heard he 
wii there, she would send for him immediately ; that 
die owed bjra two hundred thousand pounds," &c. and. 
he desired my opinion " whether he should go try again 
whether he could see her; or, because perhaps she was 
weary after her journey, whether he had not better stay 
tiD to-morrow." I had a mind to get rid of my compan- 
ion, and. begged him of all love to wait on her immedi- 
ttely; for that, to my knowledge, the queen would ad- 
tat him ; that this was an affair of great importance, 
tad required despatch : and I instructed him to taVmfe 
know the success of bis business, and corns to $& %tojt- 



01 JOURNAL TO STELLA. 

na coffee-bouse, where I would wait for him till mi 
night ; and to ended this adventure. I would have fa 
given the man half a crown ; but was afraid to offer 
him, lest he should be offended; for, betide his mone 
he said he had a thousand pounds a year. I came hoU 
not early, and so, madams both, good night, &c 

10. I dined to-day with poor Lord Mountjoy, wl 
» ill of the gout; and this evening I christened o 
eofibe»man Elliot's child ; where the rogue bad a at 
noble supper, and Steele and I sat amoug some seuri 
company over a bowl of punch, so that I am come he* 
late, young women, and cannot stay to write to ttll 
rogues. 

20. I loitered at home, and dined with Sir Andrt 
Fountaine, at his lodging, and then came home : a til 
day. 

21. I was visiting all this morning, and then wetot* 
the secretary's office, and found Mr. Harley, with wte 
I dined ; and secretary St. John, &c. and Harley pi 
raised in a very few days to finish what remains of! 
business. Prior was of the company, and we all dl 
at the secretary's to-morrow. I saw Stella's mother tl 
morning : she came early, and we talked an hour. 
Wish you would propose to Lady GifFard to take tl 
three hundred pounds out of her hands, and give h 
common interest for life, and security that you wiH p 
her : the bishop of Clogher, or any friend, would bei 
curity for you, if you gave them counter security; fi 
it may be argued, that it will past better to be in j& 
hands than hers in-case of mortality, &c. Your moth 
says, if you write she will second it; and you may wrl 
to your mother, and then it wiH come from her. fl 
tells me Lady Giffard has a mind to see me, by her d 
course ; but I told her what to say with a vengeanc 

Sbe told Lady GHfard ate w%» $fa& \» wat wax 4 
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i extremely well. I am writing io my bed like a 
, and so good night, &c» 

I. I diced, with secretary St. Join ; aod Lord Dart- 
hj who is the other secretary, dined with us, and 
I Orrery aod Prior, &c. Harley called, but could 
line with us, and would have had me awdy while I 
at dinner ; but I did not like the company he was 
ive. We staid till' eight, and I called at the coffee- 
e, and looked where the letters lie ; but no letter 
sted for Mr. Presto : at last I saw a letter to Mr. 
ison, and it looked like a rogue's hand, so I made the 
w give it me, and opened it before him, and saw 
j letters all for myself : so, truly, I put them in 
locket, and came home to my lodging, Well, and 
mi shall hear : well, and so I found one of them in 
ley's hand, and the other in Stella's, and the third 
ouville's. Well, so you 6hall hear : so, said I to 
If, what now, two letters from MD together ? But 
night there was something in the wind ; so I opened 
sod I opened the other; and so you shall hear, one 
from Walls. Well, but the other wars from my own 
MD; yes it was. O faith, have you received my 
atb, young women, already ? Then I must send 
o-morrow, else there will be odd doings at our house, 
, Well, I will not answer your letter in this : uo 
, catch me at that, and I never saw the like. Well ; 
is to Walls, tell him (with service to him and wife, 
that I have no imagination of Mr. Pratt's losing 
lace: and while Pratt continues, Clements is in uo 
(ur; and I have already engaged Lord Hyde he 
ks o£ for Pratt and twenty others; but, if such a 
[ should happen, I will do what I can. I have 
e ten businesses of other people's now on my hands, 
.1 believe, shall miscarry in half. It is youx vixA\ 
m h*ye received* I writ last pott to t\te Yft&to^ <A 
ier again. Shall I send this to-morrow ? V* e\V ^ 
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will to oblige MD. Which would you rather, a short 
letter every week, or a long ooe every fortnight? A 
long one ; well, it shall be clone, and so good night 
Well, but is this a long one ? No, I warrant you : too 
long for naughty girls. 

23. 1 only ask, have you got both the ten pounds, or only 
the first; I hope you mean both. Pray be good house- 
wives; and I beg you to walk when you can for health. 
Have you the horee in town ? and do you ever ride 
him ? how often ? confess. Ahhh, sirrah, have I caught 
you ? Can you contrive to let Mrs. Fenton know, that 
the request she has made me in her letter, I will use what 
credit I have to bring about, although I hear it is very 
difficult, and I doubt I shall not succeed. Cox is not 
to be your chancellor : all joined against him. I have 
been supping with Lord Peterborow, at his house, with 
Prior, Lewis, and Dr. Freind. It is the rambliogest 
lying rogue on earth. Dr. Raymond is come to town : 
it is late, and so I bid you good night. 

24. I tell you, pretty management : Ned Southwell 
told me the other day, he had a letter from the bishops 
of Ireland, with an address to the duke of Orroond, 
to intercede with the queen, to take off the first-fruits. 
I dined with him to-day, and saw it, with another 
letter to him from the bishop of Kildare, to call upon 
me for the papers, &c. and I had last post one from 
the archbishop of Dublin, telling me the reason of this 
proceeding; that upon hearing the duke of Orroond 
was declared lord lieutenant, they met, and the bishops 
were for this project, and talked coldly of my being so- 
licitor, as one that was favoured by the other party, Ac. 
but desired that I would still solicit. Now, the wisdom 
of this is admirable ; for I had given the archbishop an 
account of my reception from Mr. Harley, and how he 
had spokeo to the queen, and \rcw&Ss£& \\. ihnuld be 
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done; but Mr. Hurley ordered me to tell oo person 
alive. Some time after he gave me leave to let the pri- 
mate and archbishop know that the queen had remitted 
the first-fruits; and that in a short time they should 
have an account of it in form from Lord Dartmouth, se- 
cretary of state. So while their letter was on the road 
to the duke of Ormond and Southwell, mine was going 
to them with an account of the thing being done. I 
writ a very warm answer to the archbishop immediately, 
and showed my resentment, as I ought^ against the 
bishops, only in good manners excepting himself.* I 
wonder what they will say when they hear the thing is 
done. I was yesterday forced to tell Southwell so, that 
the queen had done it, &c. for he said, my lord duke 
would think of it some months hence when be was going 
for Ireland ; and he had it three years in doing former- 
ly, without any success. I give you free leave to say, 
oo occasion, that it is done, and that Mr. Harley pre- 
vailed on the queen to do it, &c. as you please. As I 
hope to live, I despise the credit of it, out of an excess 
of pride, and desire you will not give me the least merit 
wheo you talk of it ; but I would vex the bishops, and 
have it spread that Mr. Harley bad done it : pray do so. 
Tour mother sent me last night a parcel of wax candles, 
and a bandbox full of small plumcakes. I thought it 
had been something for you ; and, without opening them, 
scut answer by the maid that brought them, that 1 woul4 
take care to send the things, &c but I will write her 
thanks. Is this a long letter, sirrahs ? Now, are you 
atisficd ? I have had no fit since the first : I drink 
brandy every morning, and take pills every night* 
Never fear, I an't vexed at this puppy business of the 
bishops, although I was a little at first. I will tell you 
my reward : Mr. Harley will think he ha& dw& tea * 

*8eetbi$ letter, dated Nor. 23, 1710, in to\. TLV. V. 
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favour; the duke of Or mood, perhaps, that I hare pwt 
a neglect on blm ; and the bishops in Ireland, that I< j 
have done nothing at all. So goes the world. But f j 
have got above all this, and* perhaps, I have better rea* 
too for it than they know : and so you shall hear or 
mors of first-fruits, duke*, Hcrleys, archbishops, and 
Southwells. 

I have slipped off Raymond upon some of his coun* 
trymeo to show him the town, &c. and I lend him IV 
trick. He desires to sit with me in the evenings ; upotf 1 
which I have given Patrick positive orders that I am* 
not witliin at evenings. 



V. 



LETTER X. 

London, Nov. 25, 1710. 
I will tell you something that is plaguy silly : I had' j 
forgot to say on the 23d, in my last, where I dined ; and 1 j 
because I had done it constantly, I thought it was a great' 
omission, and was going to interline it : but at last the' ' 
silliness of it made me cry pskah, and I let it alone. I : 
was to day to see the parliament meet ; but only saw a 

great crowd : and Ford and I went to see the tombs at. 

t 

Westminster, and sauntered so long I was forced to gd' 
to an eating-house for my dinner. Bromley is chosen* 
speaker, nemne conirudicenle : Do you understand those' 

• 

two woods? and Porapey, Colonel Hill's black, designs 
to? stand speaker for the footmen. I am engaged to use 1 
my interest for him, and have spoken to Patrick to get 
httn some votes. We are now all impatient for the 
queen's speech, what she will say about removing the 
ministry, dac. I have got a cold, and I do not know 
how; butgpt it I have, &nd am Uwn&\ I do uot know 
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fyether it will grow better or worse. What is that to 
da ? I will oot answer your letter to-night. I will keep 
pa a little longer in suspense : I cannot send it. Tour 
(other's cakes are very good, and one of them serves me 
v breakfast, and so I will go sleep like a good boy. 

26. I have sot a cruel cold, and staid within all this 
ay in nry nightgown, and dined on sixpennyworth of 
ictuals, and read and writ, and was denied to every 
•dy. Dr. Raymond called often, and I was denied ; 
ad at last, when I was weary, I let him come up, and 
iked him, without consequence, " How f^trick denied 
ie, and whether he had. the art of it?" So by this 
leans he shall be used to have me denied to him ; other- 
be he would be a plaguy trouble and hinderance to me : 
e has sat with me two hours, and drank a pint of ale 
Dst roe five pence, and smoked his pipe, and it is now 
ast eleven that he is just gone. Well, my eighth is 
ith you now, young women, and your seventh to me 
i somewhere in a postboy's bag : and so go to your gang 
f deans, and Stoytcs, and Walls, and lose* your money : 
o, sauceboxes, and so good night and be happy, dear 
Qgues. O, but your box was sent to Dr. Hawkshaw 
v Sterne, and you will have it with Hawkshaw, and 
pectacles, &c. &c. 

27. To day Mr. Harley met me in the court of re- 
pests, and whispered roe to dine with hiro. At dinner I 
rid him what those bishops had done, and the difficulty 

was under. He bid me never trouble myself; he 
raid tell the duke of Ormond the business was done, 
ad that he need not concern himself about it. So no>t 

mn easy, and they may hang themselves for a parcel 
f ipaolent ungrateful rascals. I suppose I told you in 
if last, how they sent an address to the duke of Or- 
iwod, and a letter to Southwell, to call on me for the 

VOL. XXI. d 
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papers, after the thing was over ; but they had m 
ceived my letter ; though the archbishop might, by 
I writ to him, have expected it would be done. 1 
there is an end of that ; and in a little time the <j 
will send them notice, &c. And so the methodf 
be settled ; and then I shall think of returning, alth 
the baseness of those bishops makes me love Irelan< 
than I did. 

28. Lord Halifax sent to invite me to dinner, n 
I staid till six, and crossed him in all bis whig 
and made him often come over to me. I kno 
makes court to the new men, although he affects tc 
like a whig. I had a letter to-day from the bisb 
Clogher ; but I writ to him lately, that I would 
his commands to the duke of Ormond. He says J 
him read the London Shaver, and that you both s 
it was Shaver, and not Shower. You all lie, and 
are puppies, and cannot read Presto's hand. Tt 
shop is out entirely in his conjectures of my share ii 
Tattlers. I have other things to mind, and of I 
greater importance,* else I have little to do to b 
quaibted with a new ministry, who consider me a 
more than Irish bishops do. 

29. Now for your saucy good dear letter : let m 
what does it say ? Come then. I dined to-day 
Ford, and went home early ; he debauched me t 
chamber again with a bottle of wine till twelve: so 
night. I cannot write an answer now, you rogues. 

30. To-day I have been visiting, which I had 
neglected : and I dined with Mrs. Barton alone; 
sauntered at the coffee-house till past eight, and 
been busy till eleven, and now I will answer your 1 
saucebox. Well, let me see now again. My 

* He irns writing the Examiner at ibis time. N, . 
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indie's almost out, but however T will begin. Well 
eo, do not be so tedious, Mr. Presto ; what can you 
f to MD'g letter ? Make haste, have done with your 
gambles — Why, I say I am glad you are so often 
load ; your mother tliinks it is want of exercise hurts 
a, and so do I. (She called here tonight, but I was 
C within, that is by the by.) Sure you do not deceive 
j, Stella, when you say you are in better health than 
a were these three weeks ; for Dr. Raymond told me 
rterday, that Smyth of the Bliud Quay had been 
Mug Mr. Leigh, that he left you extremely ill ; and 
short, spoke so, that he almost put poor Leigh into 
m, and would have made me run distracted ; though 
nr letter is dated the 1 1 th instant, and I saw Smyth 
the city above a fortnight ago, as I passed by in a 
ach. Pray, pray, do not write, Stella, until you are 
jgjbty, mighty, mighty, mighty, mighty well in your 
«s* and are sure it won't do you the least hurt. Or 
me, I will tell you what; you, mistress Stella, shall 
■fee your share at five or six sittings, one sitting a day ; 
d then comes Diugley all together, and then Stella a 
ne crumb toward the end, to let us see she remem- 
rg Presto; and then conclude with something hand- 
He and genteel, as " your most humble cumdumble," 
i &e. O Lord ! does Patrick write of my not coming 
I spring ? - insolent man ! he know my secrets ? No ; 
my lord mayor said, "No; if I thought my shirt 
ew," &c. Faith, I will come as soon as it is any 
ly proper for me to come ; but, to say the truth, I am 
present a little involved with the present ministry in 
ne" certain things (which I tell you as a secret.) As 
m as ever I can clear my hands, I will stay no 
Iger : for I hope the first-fruit business will be soon 
er ia all its forms. But, to say the truth, the ovcseviV 
iuittry have a difficult task, and want me, &c. T^» 
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haps they may be just as grateful as others : but, ac 
cording to the best judgment I have, they are puratfej 
the true interest of the public ; and therefore I am gta 
to eoutribute what is in my power. For God's sake, no 
a word of this to any alive. Your chancellor? why 
madam, I can tell you lie has been dead this fortnight 
Faith, I could hardly forbear our little language about i 
nasty dead chancellor, as you may see by the bltt* 
Ploughing ? A pox plough them ; they will plough nb 
to nothing. But have you got your money, both tin 
ten pounds ? How durst he pay the second so soon ; 
Pray be good housewives. — Ay, well, and Joe ; why, ] 
had a letter lately from Joe, desiring I would take son 
care of their poor town,f who, he says, will lose their li 
berties. To which I desired Dr. Raymond would re 
turn answer; That the town had behaved themselves # 
ill to me, so little regarded the advice I gave them, att 
disagreed so much among themselves, that I was resolvtt 
never to have more to do with them ; but that whatsc 
ever personal kindness I could do to Joe, should bi 
done. Pray, when you happen to see Joe, tell him this 
lest Raymond should lrave blundered or forgotten 
Poor Mrs. Wesley — Why these poUgyes% for beinj 
abroad ? Why should you be at home at all, urti 
Stella is quite well ? — So, here is mistress Stella agait 
with her two eggs, &c. My Shower admired with you; 
why the bishop of Ciogher says, he has seen some- 
thing of mine of the same sort, better than the Shower. 

* To make this intelligible, it is necessary to observe, that the 
words this fortnight, in the preceding sentence, were first written in 
what he calls their little language, and afterward scratched out and 
written plain. It must be confessed this little language, which passed 
current between Swift and Stella, has occasioned infinite trouble in 
the revisal of these papers. D. S. 

f Trim. D. S. 
/ So written for apologies. "D". $. 
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[.suppose be means the Morning ; but U is not half so 
psjd. I want your judgment of things, and not your 
gentry's. How does MD like it ? and do they taste it 
Mf &c* I am glad Dean Bolton has paid the twenty 
Mods* Why should not I chide the bishop of Clogher 
St writing to the archbishop of Cashel, without sending 

he letter first to me ? It docs not signify a ; for 

m has no credit at court. Stuff— they are all puppies, 
t wHl break your head in good earnest, young woman, 
or your nasty jest about Mrs. Barton. Unlucky slu> 
ikio, what a word is there ! Faith, I was thinking yes- 
tjday, when I was with her, whether she could break 
ten or no,f and it quite spoiled my imagination. Mrs. 
VhI-b, docs Stella win as she pretends ? No, iudeec 1 , 
factor : she loses always, and will play so venturesomely, 
mm out she win ? See here now ; are not you an impu- 
Imt lying slut? Do, open Domville's letter; what 
lees h signify, if you have a mind ? Yes, faith, you 
(lite smartly with your eves shut ; all was well but 
be iv. See how I can do it ; madam Stella ywr humble 
wwumL\ O, but one may look whether one goes crook- 
■lor no, and so write on. I will tell you what you may 
b; you may write with your eyes half shut, just as 
eheo one is going to sleep ; I have done so for two or 
tfcree lines now; it is but just seeing enough to go 
tiraight. Now, madam Dingley, I think I bid you tell 
Mr. Walk, that in case there be occasion I will serve his 
Mend as far as I can; but I hope there will be none. 
Fet I believe you will have a new parliament ; but I 
care not whether you have or no a better. You arc 

*. He certainly means the ridicule of triplets in particular. D. S. 

f This jest is lost, whatever it was, for want of MD's letter. D. S. 

\ Here he wrote with his eyes shut, and the writing is somewhat 
crooked, although as well in other respects as if his eye* taAtas& 
open. D. 8. 
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mistaken io all your conjectures about the Tattlers. 
Lave given him one or two hints, and you have new 
me talk about the Shilling. Faith, these answering kl 
ten are very long ones : you have taken up almost th 
room of a week in journals ; and I will tell you what, 
saw fellows wearing crosses to day, # and I woodere 
what was the matter ; but just this minute I recollecti 
is- little Presto's Jnrlhday ; and I was resolved tba 
three days to remember it when it came, but couJd of 
Pray, drink my health today at dinner ; do you rogta 
Do you like Sid Harness Hod ? Do you uodersuuxH 
all ? Well, now at last I have done with your lettfl 
and so I will lay me down to sleep, and dream about U 
maids; and I hope merry maids all.' 

Dec 1. Morning. I wish Smyth were hanged* tj 
was dreaming the most melancholy things in the wtf 
of poor Stella, and was grieving and crying all nighto 
Pshah, it is foolish : I will rise and divert myself; i 
good morrow, and God of his infinite mercy keep ai 
protect you. The bishop of Clogher's letter is date 
Nov. 21. He says, you thought of going with him 1 
Clogher. I am heartily glad of it, and wish you wool 
ride there, and Dingley go in a coach. I have had i 
fit since my first, although sometimes my head is m 
quite in good order. — At night. I was this morning I 
visit Mr. Pratt, who is come over with poor sk 
Lord Shelburn ; they made mc dine with them, ai 
there I staid, like a booby, till eight, looking ov< 
them at ombre, and then came home. Lord Shelbuni 
giddiness is turned into a cholic, and lie looks miser 
bly. 

2. Steele, the rogue, has done the impudentest thh 
in the world ; he said something in a Tattler, that v 

*St Andrew 1 * day. D.S* 
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light to use the word Great-Britain, and cot England, 
2 eomroou conversation, as, the fiuest lady in Great-Bri- 
lio, &c. Upon this Rowe, Prior, and I sent him a let- 
er, turning this into ridicule. He has to-day printed 
be letter, and signed it J. S. M. P. and JN\ R. 
he first letters of our names.* Congreve told me to- 
lay, he smoked it immediately. Congreve and I and 
sir Charles Wager diued to day at DelavaTs, the Portu- 
pl envoy; and I staid there till eight, and came home, 
ad am now writing to you before I do business, because 
hat dog Patrick is not at home, and the fire is not made, 
ad I am not in my gear. Pox take him ! — I was look- 
ag by chance at the top of this side, and find I make 
riaguy mistakes in words; so that you must fence 
(gainst that as well a6 bad writing. Faith, I cannot nor 
sill not read what I have written. (Pox of this pup- 
ly I) Well 9 I will leave you till I am got to bed, and 
ken I will say a word or two. — Well, it is now almost 
wclve, and I have been busy ever since, by a fire too, 
[I have my coals by half a bushel at a time, I will as- 
lire you) and now I am got to bed. Well, and what 
bvejyou to say to. Presto now he is abed ? Come 
bow, let us hear your speeches. No, it is a lie, I am 
sat sleepy yet. Let us sit up a little longer, and talk. 
Well, wliere have you been to-day, that you are but 
jast this miuute come home in a coach ? What have 
jm lost ? Pay the coachman, Stella. No, faith, not I, 
he will grumble. — What new acquaintance have you 
got ? come, let us hear. I have made Delaval promise 
to send me some Brazil tobacco from Portugal for you, 
madam Diugley. I hope you will have your chocolate 
tad spectacles before this comes to you. 

• See this Tattler in vol. VIII. N. 
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3. Pshaw, I mmt be writing to those dear saucy famfe 
every night, whether I will or do, let me have whatbfc- 
siness I will, or come home ever so late, or be ever bo 
sleepy; but an old saying, and a true one, be you lord*, 
or be you earls, you must write to naughty girls. I wis 
to-day at court, and saw Raymond among the beefeaters* 
staying to see the queen ; so I put him hi a better sta- 
tion, made two or three dozen of bows, and went to 
church, and then to court again, to pick up a dinner, as 
I did with Sir John Stanley, and then we went to vkft 
Lord Mountjoy, and just now left him ; and it is near 
eleven at night, young women, and methinka thb letter 
comes pretty near to the bottom, and it is but eight days 
since the date, and do not think I will write on the other 
side, I thank you for nothing. Faith, if I would use you 
to letters on sheets as broad as this room, you would 
always expect them from me, O, faith, I know yon 
well enough ; but an old saying, Ac " Two sides in a 
sheet, and one in a street" I think that is but a silly 
old saying, and so I will go to sleep, and do you so too, 

4. I dined to-day with Mrs. Van horn ngh> and then 
came home, and studied till evening. No adventure at 
all to-day. 

5. So I west to the court of requests (we have bad 
the devil and all of rain by the by) to pick up a dinner? 
and Henley made me go dine with him and one Colonel 
Brag at a tavern, cost me money, faith. Congreve was 
to be there, but came not. I came with Henley to the 
cofTee-lwuse, where Lord Salisbury seemed mighty de* 
sirous to talk with me ; and while he was wriggling him- 
self into my favour, that dog Henley asked me aloud, 
whether I would go to see Lord Somen as I had pro- 
mised (which was a lie) and all to vex poor Lord Salis- 
bury, who is a high tory. He played two or three other 

jfuch tricks, and I was. forced tq Yms \»y Votd > and X 
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cane home at seven, and have been writing ever since, 
tnd will now go to bed. The other day I saw Jack 
Temple in the court of requests : it was the first time of 
seeing him ; so we talked two or three careless words, 
ud parted. Is it true that your recorder and mayor, 
ad fanatic aldermen,* a mouth or two ago, at a solemn 
feast, drank Mr. Harley's, Lord Rochester's, and other 
tory healths ? Let me know : it was confidently said 
lere. The scoundrels ! it shall not do, Tom. 

0. When is this letter to go, I wonder : hearkee, young 
women, teH me that ? Saturday next for certain, and not 
before : then it will be just a fortnight ; time enough for 
naughty girls, and long enough for two letters, faith. 
Coogreve and Delaval have at last prevailed on Sir 
Godfrey Kneller to intreat me to let him draw my pic- 
ture for nothing ; but I know not yet when I shall sit, 
it is such monstrous rainy weather, that there is no do- 
ing with it. Secretary St. John sent to me this morniqg, 
(hat my dining with him to-day was put off till to-mor- 
row ; so I peaceably sat with my neighbour Ford, dined 
with him, and came home at six, and am now in bed as 
usual ; and now it is time to have another letter from 
HD, yet I would not have it till this goes; for that 
would look like two letters for one. Is it not whimsical 
that the dean has never once written to me ? And I find 
the archbishop very silent to that letter I sent him with 
an account thai the business was done. I believe he 
knows not what to write or say ; and 1 have since writ- 
lw twice to him, both tiroes with a vengeance. Well, 
go to bed, sirraua, «..jl ^ w j]j j r g^t 1wt« you lost to- 
(day ? Three shillings. O fy, u Ty. 

* The aldermen of Dublin were fanatical in those days; but, about 
twenty years after the date of this letter, the pTdtatadt v*^7 n&t« 
prevailed, ihsi they have since that period VeplouX fcttft&e* <A «&&*■ 
vonlnatio/tFi J). S. ' 

D 2 
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- 7. No, I will not send this letter to-day, dot till S* 
turday, faith ; and I am so afraid of one from MD be* 
tween this and that : if it comes, I will just say I re* 
eeived a letter, and that is all. I dined to-day with Mr. 
Secretary St. John, where were Lord Anglesea, Sir 
Thomas Hanmer, Prior, Freind, &c. and then made t 
debauch after nine at Prior's house, and have eaten cold 
pie, and I hate the thoughts of it, and I am full, and I 
do not like it, and I will go to bed, and it is late, and 
so good night. 

8. To-day I dined with Mr. Harley and Prior; but 
Mr. St. John did not come, though he promised : he 
chid me for not seeing him oftener. Here is a damned 
libellous pamphlet come out against Lord Wharton, giv- 
ing the character first, and then telling some of his ac- 
tions : the character is very well, but the facts indifferent. 
It has been sent by dozens to several gentlemen's lodg- 
ings, and I had oue or two of them, but nobody knows 
the author or printer. We are terribly afraid of the 
plague; they say it is at Newcastle. I begged Mr. 
Harley for the love of God to take some care about it, 
or we are all ruined. There have been orders for all 
ships from the Baltic to pass their quarantine before they 
land ; but they neglect it. You remember I have been 
afraid these two years. 

9. O faith, you are a saucy rogue. I have-had'your 
sixth letter just now, before this is gone ; but I will not 
answer a word of it, only that I never was giddy since 
my first fit, but I have had a cold just a forfnurh* *°" 
cough with it still morning »« J evening; but it will go 
off. It is,, however, such abominable weather that no 
creature can walk. They say here three of your com- 
missioners will be turned out, Ogle, Soujth, and St. Q,uin- 
fejft Mod that Dick Stuart and LaidYov* ^\U he two oi 

tbrmw fli** I am a lilfc wAie\t\u% fa* w»ft*« -, W 
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poor Lord Abercoro, but that is a secret, I mean, that I 
befriend bim is a secret ; but I believe it is too late, by 
his own fault and ill fortune. I dined with him to-day. 
I am heartily sorry you do not go to Clogber, faith, I 
am; and so God Almighty protect poor dear, dear, 
dear, dearest MD. Farewell till to-night. I will begin 
my eleventh to-night; so I am always writing in little 
MD, 



LETTER XI. 

London, Dec. 9, 1710. 

So, young women, I have just sent my tenth to the 
post-office, and, as I told you, have received your se- 
venth (faith I am afraid I mistook, and said your sixth,, 
and then we shall be all in confusion this month.) Well, 
I told you I dined with Lord Abercorn to-day, and that 
is enough till by and by : for I must go write idle things ; 
and twittle twattle. What is here to do with your little 
MD'a? and so I put this by for a while. It is now late, 
and I can only say MD is a dear saucy rogue, and what 
then, Presto loves them the better. 

10. This son of a b ^Patrick is out of the way, 

aud I can do nothing; am forced to borrow coals : it is 
now six o'clock, and I am come home after a pure walk 
in the Park ; delicate weather, begun only to day. A 
u ^*ble storm last night : we hear one of your packet 
fcoats is casi a»« ; , _« a young beau Swift in it, and Ge- 
neral Sankey : I know not tne truth; you will before 
me. Raymond talks of leaving the town in a few days, 
and going in a month to Ireland, for fear his wife should 
be too far gone, and forced to be Wi&\\\. \a ta& Yum* 
hthio* he is in the light : but pextap \to* m&xXV^ 

»3 
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will fright him. He has do relish for London; and f 
do not wonder at it. He has got some ^Templars from 
Ireland that show him the town. I do not let him see 
me above twice a week, and that only while I am dress- 
ing in the morning. — So now the poppy's come in, and 
I have got my own ink, but a new pen ; and so now yon 
are rogues and sauceboxes till I go to bed; for J roast 
go study, sirrahs. Now I think of it, tell the bishop of 
Clogher he shall not cheat me of one inch of my bell 
metal. You know it is nothing but to save the town 
money; and Enniskilling can afford it better than Larar 
cor; he shall have but one thousand five hundred weight 
I have been reading, &c as usual, and am now going 
Iq bed ; and I find this day's article is long enough ; so- 
get you gone till to-morrow and then. I dined with Sir 
jgatthew Dudley. 

11. I am come again aayesterday,. and the puppy had 
again locked up my ink, notwithstanding all I said to- 
him' yesterday ; but he came home a little after me, se* 
all is tfell : they are lighting my fire, and I wHl go stu- 
dy. The fair weather, is gone again, aud it has raked 
all day. I do not like this open weather, though some 
say it is healthy. They say it is a false report about 
the plague at Newcastle. I have no news to day ; I 
dined with Mrs* Vanhomrigh, to desire them to buy me; 
a scarf; and Lady Abercorn is to buy me another, U> 
see who does best : mine is all in rags. I saw the duke 
of Richmond yesterday at court again ; but would no* 
■peak to him : I believe we are fallen out Lam n* w ** 
bed; and it has ktkwd aJL^*- «**»««> iikc wildfil* 
Have you so much rain in your town ? Raymond wa* 
in a fright, as I expected, upon the news of this ship- 
wreck; but I persuaded him, and he leaves this town in 
* week. I got him acquainted nsWi Sir Robert Ray* 
mood, the MolkiM g^trd, *)» ********* *^ 
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family ; and I believe it may do him a kindness, by be- 
ing recommended to your new lord chancellor. — I had 
a letter from Mrs* Long, that has quite turned my sto- 
nacb against her : no leas than two nasty jests in it with 
dashes to suppose them. She is corrupted in that coun- 
try town* with vile conversation. — I will not answer 
your letter till I have leisure : so let this go on as it will, 
what care I ? what cares saucy Presto ? 

12. I was to day at the secretary's office with Lewis, 
and in came Lord Rivers, who took Lewis out and whis- 
pered him ; and then came up te me to desire my ac- 
quaintance, Sic. so we bowed and complimented a while, 
and parted; and X dined with Phil. Savage,f and his 
Irish club, at their boarding place ; and passing an even- 
ing sourvrly enough, did not come home till eight. Mr. 
Addison and I hardly meet once a fortnight : his parlia- 
ment J and my different friendships keep us asunder. Sir 
Matthew Dudley turned away his butler yesterday 
morning, and at night the poor fellow died suddenly in 
the streets : Was not it an odd event ? But what care 
you ; but then I knew the butler. — Why, it seems your 
packet boat is not lost : psbah, how silly that is, when I 
had already gone through the forms, and said it was a 
sad thing, and that I was sorry for it But when must 
I answer this letter of our MD's ? Here it is, lies between 
this paper on the other side the leaf: one of these odd 
come shortlies I will consider, so good night. 

13. Morning. I am to go trapesing with Lady Kenar 
*n*r »• .. -o^xtt to see sights all this day - they engaged 
me yesterday morning ai i»*. You hear the havoc 
making in the army : Meredyth, Macartney, and Colo- 
Bel Honeywood, are obliged to sell their commands at 

, * Lynn Regis. D. S. 

f Chancellor of the exchequer ib Ireland. D ft. 
$ *. * His attendee m parliament. D. S. 
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• 
half value, aad leave,the army, for drinking destruction 

to die present ministry, and dressing up a hat on a sticky' 
and calling it Harley ; then drinking a glass with one 
hand, and discharging a pistol with the other at the 
niawkin, wishing it were Harley himself; and a turn* 
dred other such pretty tricks, as inflaming their soldierly 
and foreign ministers, against the late changes at court 
Cadogan* has had a little paring : his mother told me 
yesterday he had lost the place of euvoy : but I hope they 
will go no farther with him, for he was not at those muti* 
nous meetings. Well, these saucy jades take up so much 
of my time, with writing to them in a morning ; but faith 
I am glad to see you whenever I can : a little snap, and 
away; so hold your tongue, for I must rise: not a 
word for your life. How nommv?. so very well; stay 
till I come home, and then, perhaps, you. may hear far- 
ther from me. And where will you go to day, for I can? 
not be with you for these ladies? It is a rainy ugly day. 
I would have you. send for Walls, and. go to the dean's; 
but do not play small games when you lose. You will 
be ruined by Manilio, Basto, the queen, and two small- 
trumps in red. I confess it is a good hand against, the 

* William Cadogan, Esq. was quartermaster general in 1701 ; colo- 
nel of a regiment of horse in 1703; brigadier general in 1704; plenipo- 
tentiary to the Spanish Netherlands aid major general in 1706; lieu- 
tenant general in 1709; on the accession of King George, master of 
the robes, and colonel of the second regiment of horse guards; knight 
of the Thistle in 1715; governor of the Isle of Wight, and plenipoten- 
tiary to Holland in 1716, created Lord Cadogan, Jane 21, thatye»r" 
Baron Oakley, Viscount Caversham, and Earl Cadjw»» A - xXX ^ 
1718. On the death of iheduke of M~- »**«ougii in!722, he iras mas- 
ter general of the ordnance, and colonel of the first regiment of foot 
guards. He died July 17, 172B.— No officer was ever so much relied 
on by the duke of Marlborough as General Cadogan. He had the care 
of marking out almost every camp during the war in the Netherlands 
and Germany; which he executed so skilfully, that, it was observed, 

the duke wis never surprised or attacVto/i&Yaa <»»& fcax\*tffe**Yfl** 

won If. 
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player; but then there are Spadilio, Punto, the king, 
strong trumps against you, which, with one trump more, 
are three tricks ten ace : for suppose you play your Ma* 
silk) — O, silly, how I prate and cannot get away from* 
this MD in a morning. Go, get you gone, dear naughty 
girls, and let me rise. There, Patrick locked up my 
ink again the third time last night : the rogue gets the 
better of me ; hut I will rise in spite of you, sirrahs. — 
At Night Lady Kerry, Mrs. Pratt, Mrs. Cadogaa, 
and I, in one coach; Lady Kerry's son and his gover- 
nor, aud two gentlemen, in another ; maids and misses* 
tnd little master (Lord Shelburn's children) in a third, 
all hackneys, set out at ten o'clock this morning from 
Lord Shelburn's house in Piccadilly to the Tower, and 
few all the sights, lions, &c. ; then to Bedlam ; then diued 
at the chop-house behind the Exchange; then to Gre~ 
' sham College (but the keeper was not at home) and con- 
cluded the night at the puppetshow, whence we came 
home safe at night, and I left them. The ladies were 
all in mobs; how do you call it ? undressed ; and it waft 
the rainiest day that ever dripped ; and lam weary, and 
it is now past eleven*. 

14. Stay, I will answer some of your letter this morn- 
ing in bed:- let me see; come and appear, little letter. 
Here I am, says he, and what say you to Mrs. MD this- 
morning fresh and fasting? who dares think MD negli- 
gent ? I allow them a fortnight, and they give it roc* 
* could fill a letter in a week; but it is longer every 
day, «*.-A — t Va#jo it a fortnight, and then it is cheaper - 
by one half. I have nevt* been giddy, dear Stella, 
since that morning : I have taken a whole box of pill^ 
and kecked at them every night, and drank a pint of 
brandy at mornings. O then, you kepV. a Btet\rf%\Nto 
birthday : would to. God I had been mth^WL. \ ta*- 
got it, as I told you before. Redkutaws toAme&O 
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suppose you mean ridiculous : let roe bare no more o 
tbat ; it is the author of the Atalantb's spelling. I have 
mended it in jour letter* And can Stella read this 
writing without hurting her dear eyes ? O, faith, I am 
afraid not Have a care of those eyes, pray, pray, 
pretty Stella. It is well enough what you observe, tbat 
if I writ better, perhaps you would not read so well, be- 
ing used to this manner ; it is an alphabet you are used 
ta>: you know such a pothook makes a letter ; and you 
know wh*t letter, and so apd so. I will swear he told 
me sot and that they were long letters too ; but I told 
him it was a gasconade of yours, &c. I am talking of 
the bishop of Clogher, liow he forgot. Turn over.* I 
had not room on the other side to say that, so I did it 
en this : I fancy that is a good Irish blunder. Ah, why 
do not you go down to Clogher nautiuautinautidear 
girls * f I dare not say nauti without dear : O, faith, you 
govern me. But, seriously, I am sorry you do not go, 
as far as I can judge at this distance. Not, we would 
get you another horse ; I will make Parvisol get you 
sue. I always doubted that horse of yours : prithee 
sell him, and let it be a present to me. My heart aches 
when I think you ride him. Order Parvisol to sell him, 
and that you are to return me the money : I shall never 
be easy until he is out of your hands. Faith, I have 
dreamed five or six times of horses tumbling since I had 
your letter. If he cannot sell him, let him run this 
winter. Faitli, if I was near you, I would whip yo»~ 

to some tune, for your grave saucy **~ — about 

the dean and Joi;sauife«* * * would, young women* 
And did the dean preach for me ? very well. Why, 
would they have me stand here and preach to them ? 

* He seems to have written these words uft * *K»m,t«l&Mk w&««* 
what follows. D. ST" 
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No, the Tattler of tfae Shilling was not mine, more 
than the hint, and two or three general heads for it. I 
have much more important business on my hands : and, 
besides, the ministry hate to think that I should help 
him, and have made reproaches on it ; and I frankly 
told them, I would do it no more. This is ar secret' 
though, madam Stella. You win eight shillings*? You 
win eight fiddlesticks. Faith, you say nothing of what 
you lose, young women. I hope Manley is in no great 
danger ; for Ned Southwell is his friend, and so is Sir 
Thomas Frankland ; and his brother John Manley stands 
up heartily for him. On the other side, all the gentle* 
men of Ireland here are furiously against him. Now, 
mistress Dingley, are not you an impudent slut to expect 
a letter next packet from Presto, when you confess your T 
sel£ that you bad so lately two letters iu four days ? un- 
reasonable baggage t No, little Dingley, I am always* 
in bed by twelve ; I mean my candle's out by twelve* 
and I take great cans of myself, Fray let ev^ry body 
know, upon occasion, that Mr. Harley got the first-fruits 
from the queen for the clergy of Ireland, and that nothing 
remains but the forms, &c So you say the dean and 
you dined at Stoytc's, and Mrs. Stoyte was in rapture* 
that I remembered her. I must do it but seldom, or ijt 
will take off her rapture. But, what now, you saucy 
sluts, all this written in a morning, and I must rise and 
go abroad. Pray stay till night : do not think I will 
squander mornings upon you, pray good madam. Faitli, 
if I go on longer in this trick of writing in the mornings 
I shall be afraid of leaving it off, and think you expects 
it, and be in awe. Good morrow, sirrahs, I will rice. 
At night I went to-day to the court of requests (I wilt 
not answer the rest of your letter yet, that by the way) 
in hopes to dine with Mr. Harley : but Lord Du^lva^ 
trie soa-ia-law, told me he did not <\\i\e tXYusftft \ v*\ 
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was at a lost, until I met with Mr. Secretary St. John, 
and went home and dioed with him, where he told me 
of a good bite. Lord Rivers told me two .days ago* 
that he was resolved to come Sunday fortnight next to 
hear me preach before the queen. I assured him the day 
was not yet fixed, and I knew nothing of it. To-day 
the secretary told me, that his father, (Sir Harry St. 
John,) and Lord Rivers, were to be at St. James's 
church, to bear me preach there ; and were assured I 
was to preach : so there will be another bite ; for I 
know nothing of the matter, but that Mr. Harley and 
St. John are resolved I must preach before the queen* 
and the secretary of state has told me he will give me 
three weeks warning ; but I desired to be excused, 
which he will not. St. John, " you shall not be excu- 
sed." However, I hope they will forget it; for if it 
should happen, all the puppies hereabouts will throng to 
hear me, and expect something wonderful, and be 
plaguily balked ; for I shall preach plain honest stuff.* 
I staid with St. John till eight, and then came home, 
and Patrick desired leave to go abroad* and by and by 
comes up the girl to tell me, a gentleman was below in a 
coach who had a bill to pay me ; so I let him come up, 
and who should it be but Mr. Addison and Sam Bop- 
ping, to haul me out to supper, where I have staid till' 
twelve. If Patrick had been at home, I should have 
escaped this ; for I have taught him to deny me almost 
as well as Mr. Harley 's porter. . Where did I leave off 
in MD's letter ? let me see. So, now I have it. You 
are pleased to say, madam Diugly, that those that go for 
England, can never tell when to come back. Do you 
mean this as a reflection upon Presto, madam ? sauce- 

• * The ministry never could prevail upon the doctor to preach be* 
tyre (h§ queen, p. S. 
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boxes, I will come back as bood as I can, tins is bis com- 
| mon phrase, and I hope with some advantage, unless all 
t ministries be alike, as perhaps they may. I hope Hawk- 
shaw is in Dublin before now, and that you have your 
things, and like your spectacles : if you do not. you shall 
have better. I hope Dingley's tobacco did not spoil 
Stella's chocolate, and that all is safe : pray let me know. '. 
Mr. Addison and I are different as black and white, and 
I believe our friendship will go off, by this damned bu- 
siness of party : he cannot bear seeing me fall iu so with 
this ministry ; but I love him still as well as ever, though 
we seldom meet. Hussy, Stella, you jest about poor 
Congreve'8 eyes ; you do so, hussy ; but I will bang 
your bones, faith. Yes, Steele was a little while iu 
prison, or at least in a spunging- house, some time before 
I came* but not since; «* Fox .on your convocation, and 
your Lamberts ;* they write with a vengeance ! I sup- 
pose you think it a pitt>4 of affectation in me to wish 
your Irish folks would not like my Shower ; but you. 
are mistaken. I should be glad to have the general 
applause there as I have here (though I say it) but I have 
only that of one or two, and therefore I would have 
none ^t all, but let you all be in the wrong. I do not 
know, that is not what I would say ; but I am so tosti- 
cated with supper and stuff that I cannot express my* 
self — What you say of Sid Hamet is well enough ; that 
an enemy should like it, and a friend not ; and that 
telling the author would make both change their opi- 
nions. Why did not you tell Griffyth that you fancied 
there was something in it of my mauner ; but first spur 
up his commendation to the height, as we served my 



* Dr. Lambert was chaplain to Lord Wharton. He was censured 
in the lower house of convocation of Ireland *b fcuXjwrc <A ^Vta&taflt 
frttcr. N. 
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poor uocle about the sconce that I mended. Well, I 
desired you to give what I intended for ao answer to Mrs, 
Fenton, to save her postage, and myself trouble ; and 
I hope I have done it if you have not* 

16. Lord, what a long day's writing was yesterday's 
answer to your letter, sirrahs ! I dined to day with Lew- 
is and Ford, whom I have brought acquainted. Lewis 
told me a pure thing. I had been hankering with Mr. 
Harley to save Steele his other employment, and have a 
little mercy on him, and I had been saying the same 
thing to Lewis, who is Mr. Harley's chief favourite. 
Lewis tells Mr. Harley how kindly I should take it, if 
lie would be reconciled to Steele, &c. Mr. Harley, on 
my account, falls in with it, and appoints Steele a time 
to let him attend him, which Steele accepts with great 
submission, but never comes, nor sends any excuse. 
Whether it was blundering, sujlenness, insolence, or ran- 
cour of party, I cannot tell ; tat 'I shall trouble myself 
no more about him. I believe Addison hindered him 
(Ait of mere spite, being grated to the soul to think be 
should ever want my help to save his friend ; yet now 
he is soliciting me to make another of his friends queen's 
secretary at Geneva ; and I will do it if I can, it is poor 
Pastoral Philips. , 

16. O, why did you leave my picture behind you at 
the other lodgings ? Forgot it ? well ; but pray re- 
member it now, and do not roll it up, do you hear ? but 
hang it carefully in some part of your room, where chairs 
and candles, and mop-sticks will not spoil it, sirrahs. No 
truly, I will not be god-father to goody Walls this bout, 
and I hope she will have no more. There will be no 
quiet, nor cards, for his child. I hope it will die the day 
after the christening. Mr. Harley gave me a paper, 
with an account of the sentence you speak of against 
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the lads that defaced the statue,* and that Iogoldsby re- 
prieved that part of it standing before the status. I hope 
it was never executed. We have got your Broderick out ; 
Doyne is to succeed him, and Cox Doyne. And so there 
is an end of your letter ; it is all answered, and now I 
oust go on upon my own stock ; go on, did I say ? why. 1 
have written enough ; but this is too soon to send it yet, 
yaung women ; faith I dare not use you to it, you will 
always expect it ; what remains shall be only short jour- 
nals of a day, and so I will rise, for this morning. At 
night. I dined with my opposite neighbour, Darteneuf, 
and I was soliciting this day, to present the bishop cf 
Clogher, vice-chancellor ;f but it will not do ; they are 
. all set against him, and the duke of Ormond, they say, 
has resolved to dispose of it somewhere else. Well ; 
little saucy rogues, do not stay out too late to-night, be- 
cause it is Saturday night, and young women should 
come home soon then. 

17. I went to court to seek a dinner, but the queen 
was not at church, she has got a touch of the gout ; so 

* An equestrian statue of King William III. in College Green, Dub- 
lin. It was common in the days of party, for wild young students 
of the university of Dublin to play several tricks with this statue. 
Sometimes in their frolicks they would set a mawkin behind the effi- 
gies of the king ; sometimes dress up the horse and rider with bows 
and sheaves of -straw ; but their infernal sin was that of whipping 
the truncheon out of the rider's hand, and thereby leaving the poor 
statue defenceless. For these and the like freaks, many young gen- 
tlemen were in former days expelled the university. But, ia after- 
• times, there was ample amends made to the statue for these affronts J 
if wheeling round its pedestal with aU gravity and solemnity, then 
alighting from coache?, falling down upon the knees, and drinking to 
the glorious and immortal memory of the dead, with eyes lifted up 
to the statue, could express the gratitude and devotion of its adorers. 
It is said, that what originally gave the students offence, was the 
site of the statue ; the front of it being directed to the city, and the 
back diametrically opposite to the great and beautiful entrance of 
the college. D..S. 
f Of the university of Dublin. D. S. 
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the court was thin, and I went to the coffee-house ; and 
Sir Thomas Frankland and bis eldest son and I went 
and dined with his son William. I talked a great deal 
to Sir Thomas about Manley, and find he is his good 
friend, and so has Ned Southwell been, and I hope he 
will be safe though all the Irish folks here are his mortal 
enemies. There was a devilish bite to-day. They had 
it, I know not how, that I was to preach this rooming at 
St. James's church, and abundance went, among the 
rest Lord Radnor, who never is abroad till three in the 
afternoon. I walked all the way home from Hattoa 
Garden at six, by moonlight, a delicate night. Ray- 
mond called at nine, but I was denied, and uow I am in 
bed between eleven anfl twelve, just going to sleep, and 
dream of my own dear roguish impudent pretty MD. 

18. You will now have short days' works, just a few 
lines. to tell you where I am, and what I am doing ,* only 
I will keep room for the last day to tell you news, if 
there be any worth sending. I have been 'sometimes like 
to do it at the top of my letter, until J remark it would 
be old before it reached you. I was hunting to dine 
with Mr. Harley to-day, but could not find him ; and 

- so I dined with honest Dr. Cockburn, and came home at 
six, and was taken out to next door by Dopping and 
Ford, to drink bad claret and oranges, and we let Ray- 
mond come to us, who talks of leaving the town to-mor- 
row, but I believe will stay a day or two longer. It is 
now late, and I will say no more, but end this line with 
bidding my own dear saucy MD good night, <fce. 

19. I am come down proud stomach in one instance, 
for I went to-day to see the duke of Buckingham ; but 
came too late; then I visited Mrs. Barton, and thought 
to have dined with some of the ministry ; but it caiued, 
and Mrs. Vanhomrigh was nigh, and I took the oppor- 

tuoity of paying her for a scaif stae toou$\\. m^ %xA 
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dined there ; at four I went to congratulate with Lord 
Shelburn, for the death of poor Lady Shelburn dowager ; 
he was at his country house ; and returned while I was 
there, and had not heard of it, and be took it very well. 
I am now come home before six, and find a packet from 
the bishop of Clogher, with one enclosed to the duke of 
Ormond, which is ten days earlier dated than another I 
had from Parvisol ; however, it is no matter, for the 
duke has already disposed of the vice-chancellorship to 
the archbishop of Tuam, # and I could not help it, for 
it is a thing wholly you know in the duke's power; and 
I find the bishop has enemies about the duke. I writ 
this while Patrick is folding up my scarf, and doing up 
the fire (for I keep a fire, it costs me twelve pence a 
week) and so be quiet till I am gone to bed, and then sit 
down by me a little, and we will talk a few words more. 
Well ; now MD is at my bed-side ; and now what shall 
we say ? How does Mrs. Stoyte ? What had the 
dean for supper ? How much did Mrs. Walls win ? 
Poor Lady Shelburn ! Well, go get you to bed, sir- 
rabs. 

20. Morning. I was up this morning early, and sha- 
ved by candle-light, and write this by the fireside. Poor 
Raymond just came in and took his leave of me ; he is 
summoned by high order from his wife, but pretends he 
has had enough of London. I was a little melancholy 
to part with him : he goes to Bristol, where they are to 
be with his merchant brother, and now thinks of stay- 
ing till May : so she must be brought to bed in Eng- 
land. He was so easy and manageable, that I almost 
repent I suffered him to see me so seldom. But he is 
gone; and will save Patrick some lies in a week : Pa* 

*l)r. John Vesey, bishop of Limerick, June II, 1672 ; translated 
to Tuam, March ]8 f 1&73. He died in lift. R. 
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will send and see by and by ; and let you knc 
and so. Patrick goes to see for a letter : wha 
lay, is there one from MD or no; No, I say 
sixpence. Why has the dean never once writ 
I won sixpence ; I won sixpence ; there is n< 
ter to Presto. Good morrow, dear sirrahs : 
and I dine to-day with Lord Mountjoy. God 
preserve and bless you ; farewell, &c. 

I have been dining at Lord Mountjoy 5 s ; an* 
to study : onr news from Spain this post take 
of our fears. The parliament is prorogued 
adjourned rather till after the holidays. Bar 
105, so J may get 12/. for my bargain already, 
the puppy, 1s abroad, and how shall I send tl 
Good night, little dears both, and be happy, ai 
ber your poor Presto, that wants you sadly 
saved, Let me go study, naughty girls, and d 
me at the bottom of the paper. O faith, if 
what lies on my hands constantly ,* you would 
see how I could write such long letters ; but w 
of that some other time. Good night again, 
bless dear MD with his best blessing, yes, 
Dingley and Stella and me too, &c. 

Ask the bishop of Clogher about the pun 1 
of Lord Sta well's brother ; it will be a pure bi 
letter has 199 lines in it, beside all postcripts 
curiosity to reckon. 

There is a long letter for you. 

It is longer than a sermon, faith. 

I had another letter from Mrs. Fenton, whe 
were with her. I hope you did not go on pi 
will answer her letter soon ; it is about some 
Lady Giffard's hands. 

* Writing Uie Examvaw. T*.S. 
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Th6y say you have had eight packets due to you ; 
so pray, madams, do not blame Presto, but the wind. 

My humble service to Mrs. Walls and Mrs. Stoyte ,• I 
missed the former a good while. 



LETTER XII-T 



London, Dec. 23,171 0. 

I have sent my 11th to night as usual, and begin the 
dozenth, android you I dined with Stratford at Lord 
Mountjoy's, and I will tell you no more at present, guess 
for why ; because I am goiug to mind things, and mighty 
affairs, not your nasty first-fruits : I let them alone till 
P- Mr. Harley gets the queen's letter, but other things of 
P greater moment, that you shall know one day, when the 
w ducks have eaten up all the dirt. So sit still a while 
just by me while I am studying, and do not say a word, 

* I charge you, and when I am going to bed, I will take 

* you along, and talk with you a little while : so there, 
** sit there. Come then, let us see what we have to say to 

these saucy brats, that will not let us go sleep at past 
p eleven. Why, I am a little impatient to know how you 
do ; but that I take it for a standing maxim, that wfieii 
you are silent, all is pretty well, because that is the way 
I will deal with you ; and if there was any thing you 
ought to know now, I would write by the first post, 
although I had written but the day before. Remember 
this, young women, and God Almighty preserve you 
both, and make us happy together ; and tell me how ac- 
counts stand between us, that you may be paid long be- 
fore it is due, not to want. I will return no more money 
while I stay, so that you need not beiu \ft\\ito\&\wA% 
but let me know at /east a mouth befafe^oara&'TOsA.. 



100 JOURNAL TO STELLA. 

Observe this, do you hear, little dear sirrahs, and love 
Presto as Presto loves MO, &c. 

24. 'You will have a merrier 'Christmas eve thau we 
here. I went up to court before cl Kirch, and in one of 
the rooms, there being but little company, a fellow in a 
red coat without a sword came up to me, and after 
words of course, asked me how the ladies did. I asked, 
what ladies ? He said, " Mrs. Dingley and Mrs. John- 
son.'" " Very well," said I, " when I heard from them 
last : and pray when came you from thence, sir ?" He 
said, " I never was in Irelaud ;" and just at that Word 
Lord Winchelsea comes up to me, aud the* man went off. 
As I went out I saw him again, and recollected him, it 
was Vedeau with a pox : I then went and made my apo- 
logies, "that my head was full of something I had to 
say to Lord Winchelsea," &c. and I asked after his wife, 
and so all was well, and he inquired after my lodging, 
because he had some favour to desire of me in Ireland, 
to recommend somebody to somebody, I know not what 
it is. When I came from church I went up to court 
again, where Sir Edmund Bacon told me the bad news 
. from Spain, which you will hear before this reaches you; 
as we have it now, we are undone there, and it was odd 
to see the whole countenances of the court changed so 
in two hours. Lady Mountjoy carried me home to din- 
ner, where I staid not long after, and came home early, 
and now am got into bed, for you must always write to 
your MDs in bed, that is a maxim. Mr. White and 
Mr. Red, write to MD when abed ; Mr. Black and Mr. 
'Brown, write to MD when you are down ; Mr. Oak ami 
Mr. Willow, write to MD on your pillow. What is 
this ? faith I smell fire ; what can it be ; this house has 
ft thousand stinks in it. I think to leave it on Thurs- 
day, and lodge over the way. Faith I must rise, and 
look at my chimney, for tfte*u\e\\ £T<™%*\YfcT^Y^c3— 
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I have been up, and in my room, aud found all safe, 
only a mouse within the fender to warm himself, which 
I could not catch. I smelt nothing there, but now in 
iny bed chamber I . smell it again ; I believe I have 
singed the woolen curtains, and that is all, though J can- 
not smoke it. Presto's plaguy, silly to-night ; is not he ? 
Yea, and so he be. Ay, but if I should wake and see 
fire ? Well ; I will venture ; so good night, ifcc. 

25. Pray, young women, if I write so much as this 
every day, how will this paper hold a fortnight's work, 
and answer one of yours into the bargaiu ? You never 
think of tliis, but let me go on like a simpleton. I wish 
yoa a merry Christmas, and many, many a one with 
poor Presto at some pretty place. I was at church to- 
day by eight, and received the sacrament, aud came 
tame by ten ; then went to court at two, it was a collar 
day, that is, when the knights of the garter wear their 
collars; but the queen staid so late at sacrament, that I 
came back, and dined with my neighbour Ford, because 
all people dine at home on this day. This is likewise 
icoiiarduy ail over England hi every house, at least 
where there is brawn : that is very well — 1 tell you a 
good pun ; a fellow bard by pretends to cure agues, and 
baa set out a sign, and spells it egoes; a gentleman and I 
observing it, he said, How does that fellow pretend to 
cure ague6 ? I said, I did not know, but I was sure .it 
Wts not by a spelL That is admirable. And so you 
asked the bishop about that pun of Lord Stawcll's bro- 
ther* Bite. Have I caught you, young women ? Must 
you pretend to ask after roguish puns, and Latin ones 
too ? O but you smoke me, and did uot ask the bishop. 
you are a fool, and you did. I met Vedeau again 
at court to-day, and I observed he had a sword on ; I 
fancy he was broke, and has got a commission, but I 
never asked him. Vedeau I think his uua& l&^fcV^TO- 
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visors mao is Vedel, that is true. Back stock will fall 
like stockfish by this bad Dews, add two days ago I 
could have got 12/. by my bargain ; but do not intend 
to sell, and in time it will rise. It is odd, that my Lord 
Peterborow foretold this loss two months ago, one night 
at Mr. Harley's, when I was there ; he bid us count 
upon it, that Stanhope would lose Spain before Christ? 
mas ; that he would venture his head upon it, and gave 
us reasons; and though Mr. Harley argued the contra- 
ry, he still held to his opinion. I was telling my Lord 
Anglesea this at court this morning, and a gentleman by 
said, he had heard my Lord Peterborow affirm the same 
thing. I have heard wise folks say, " An ill tongue 
may do much. 9 ' And it is an old saying, " Once I 
guessed right, and I got credit by it ; Thrice I guessed 
wrong, and I kept my credit on/' No, it is you are 
sorry, not I. 

26. By the Lord Harry I shall be undone here with 
Christmas boxes. The rogues at the coffee-house have 
raised their tax, every one giving a crown, and I gave 
mine for shame, beside a great many half crowns to 
great men's porters, &c I went to day by water into 
the city, and dined with no less a man than the city 
printer.* There is an intimacy! between us, built upon 
reasons that you shall know when I see you : but the 
rain caught me within twelve penny length of home. I 
called at Mr. Harley's who was not within, dropped ny 
half-crown with his porter, drove to the coffee-bouse^ 
where the rain kept me till nine. I had letters to-day 
from the archbishop of Dublin, and Mr. Bernage ; the 

latter sends me a melancholy account of Lady Shelburn'a 

■ 

* Mr. John Barber, afterward lord mayor. N. 

t M*. Barber wat then printing the Exanuser. N. , 
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death, and his own disappointments, and would gladly 
be a captain ; if I can help him, I will. 

27. Morning. I bespoke a lodging oyer the way for 
to-morrow, and the dog let it yesterday to another ; I 
gave him no earnest, so it seems he could do it ; Patriot: 
would have had me give him earnest to bind him ; but I 
would not So I must go saunter to-day for a lodging 
somewhere else. Did you ever see so open a winter in 
England? We have not had two frosty days ; but it 
pays it off in rain : we have not had three fair days 
these six weeks. O faith, I dreamed mightily of MD 
last night ; but so confused I cannot tell a "word. I have 
made Ford acquainted with Lewis, and to-day we dined 
together; in the evening I called at one or two neigh- 
bours, hoping to spend a Christmas evening ; but none 
were at home, they were all gone to be merry with others. 
I have often observed this, that in merry times every 
body is abroad : where the deuce are they ? So I went 
to the coffee-house, and talked with Mr. Addison an 
hour, who at last remembered to give me two letters, 
which I cannot answer to-night, nor to-morrow neither, 
I can assure you, young women, count upon that. I 
have other things to do than to answer naughty girls, an 
old saying and true. Letters from MDs must not be 
answered in ten days : it is but bad rhyme, &c. 

28. To-day I had a message from Sir Thomas Han- 
mer to dine with him : the famous Dr. Smalridge* was 
of the company, and we sat till six, and I came home to 
ray new lodgings in St. Alban-street, where I pay the 
same rent (eight shillings a week) for an apartment two 
pair of stairs, but I have the use of the parlour to re- 

* Then canon of Christ Church. He was afterward successively 
dean of Carlisle 1711, dean of Christ ChuTch 1713, aotUn 1714 bishop 
of Bristol. N. 
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ceive persons of quality, and,I am got into my n£p 
bed, &c. 

29, Sir Andrew Fountaine has been very ill this 
week ; and sent to me early this morning to have pray- 
ers, which you know is the last thing. I found the 
doctors and all in despair about him. I read prayers to 
him, fouud he had settled all things; and when I came 
put the nurse asked me, whether I thought it possible 
he could live ; for the doctors thought not I said* I 
believed he would live ; for I found the seeds of life in- 
him, which I observe seldom fail (and I found them in 
poor dearest Stella, when she was ill many years ago;), 
and to night J was with him again, and he waa mightily 
recovered, and I hope he will do well, and the doctor 
approved my reasons; but if lie should die, I -should 
come off scurvily. The secretary of state (Mr. St 
John) sent to me to dine with him ; Mr. Harley aiufc 
Lord Peterborow dined there too, and at night came: 
liord Rivers. Lord Peterborow goes to Vienna in a 
day or two ; he lias promised to make me write to him. 
Mr. Harley went away at six, but we staid tilfc stfven* 
I took the secretary aside, and complained- to him oi 
Mr. Harley, that he had got the queen to graut the first- 
fruits, promised to bring me to her, and get her letter to 
the bishops of Ireland ; but the last part he had not 
done in six weeks, and I was in danger to lose -reputa* 
tion, &c. He took the matter right, desired me to be- 
wtth him on Sunday morning, and promises me to finish 
the affair in four days ; so I shall know in a lktle time 
what I have to trust to. — It is nine o'clock, and I must 
go study, you little rogues ; and so good night, &c. 

30. Morning. The weather grows cold, you sauce- 
boxes. Sir Andrew Fountaine, they bring me word, is 
better. I will go rise, for my hands are starving while 

/ write in bed. — .Night, ^ow S\t Axx&ton ¥^v\afcft 
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is recovering, he desires to be at ease; for I called in 
the morniug to read prayers, but he had given orders 
not to be disturbed. I have lost a legacy by his liv- 
ing ; for he told ate lie had left me a picture and some 
books, &c I called to see my quondam neighbour Ford 
(do you know- what quondam is, though ?) and lie engag- 
ed me to dine with him ; for he always dines at home on 
opera days. I came home at six, writ to the archbishop, 
then studied till past eleven, and stole to bed, to write 
to MD these few lines to let you know I am in good 
health at the present writiug hereof and hope in God 
MD is so too. I wonder I never write politics to you : 
I could make you the profoundftst politician in all the 
lane. Well, but when shall we answer this letter, No. 8s 
of MD's? Not till next year, faith. O Lord— bo— but 
that will be a Mouday next. Cod's so, is it? and so it 
is : never saw the like. — I made a pun the other day to 
Ben Portlack about a pair of drawers. " Poll," said 
he, u that is mine a all over." Pray, pray, Ding- 
ley, let me go sleep; pray, pray, Stella, let me go slum- 
ber, and put out my wax candle. 

31. Aborning. It is now seven, and I have got a fire,; 
but am writing abed in my bedchamber. It is not shav- 
ing day, so I shall be ready early to go before church 
to Mr. St. John, and to morrow I will answer our MD's 
letter. -Would you answer MD's letter, on new year's 
day you will do it better : For when the year with 
MD 'gins, it without MD never lins. (These proverbs 
have always old words in them ; litis is leaves off.) But . 
if on new year you write nones, MD then will bang 
your bones. — But Fa trick says I must rise. — Night. I 
was early this morning with secretary St. John, aud gave 
him a memorial to get the queen's letter for the firsts 
fruits, who has promised to do it in a very few days. He 
tohl nte he had been with the (lake o( H&t\\k)UN^» >kV<& 

V 4 > 
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was lamenting his former wrong steps in joining with the 
wbigs, and said he was worn out with age, fatigues, and 
misfortunes. I swear it pitied me ; and I really think 
they will not do well in too much mortifying that man, 
although indeed it is his own fault. He is covetous as 
Hell, and ambitious as the prince of it : he would fain 
have been general for life, and has broken all endeavours 
for peace, to keep his greatness and get money. He told 
the queen "he was neither covetous nor ambitious." 
She said, " if she could have conveniently turned about, 
she would have laughed, and could hardly forbear it in 
his face." He fell in with all the abominable measures 
of the late ministry, because they gratified htm for their 
own designs. Yet he has been a successful general, and 
I hope he will continue his command. O Lord, smoke 
the politics to MD. Well; but if you like them, I will 
scatter a little now and then, and mine are all fresh from 
the chief hands. Well, I dined with Mr. Harley, and 
came away at six : there was much company, and I was 
not merry at at). Mr. Harley made me read a paper of 
verses of Prior's. I read them plain without any fine 
manner, and Prior swore I should never read any of his 
again ; but he would be revenged, and read some of 
mine as bad. J excused myself, and said, I was famous 
for reading verses the worst in the world,* and that eve- 
ry body snatched them from me when I offered to begin. 
So we laughed. — Sir Andrew Fountaine still continues 
Hk He is plagued with some sort of bile. 

January 1. Morning. I wish my dearest pretty Ding- 
ley and Stella a happy new year, and health, and mirth, 
and good stomachs, and Fr's company. Faith, I did not 
know how to write Fr. I wondered what was the mat- 

* AUhocgh it be jaid io jest, there is some tenth in thi*. B. 5. 
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ter$ but now I remember I always write Pdfir.* Patrick 
wishes me a happy new year, and desires I would rise, 
for it is a good firt, and faith it is cold. I was so politic 
last night with MO, never saw the like. Get the Exa- 
miners, and read them ; the last nine or ten are full of the 
reasons for the late change, and of the abuses of the last 
ministry ; and the great men assure me they are all true. 
They are written by their encouragement and direction. 
I must rise and go see Sir Andrew Fountaine ; but per- 
haps to night I may answer MD's letter : so good mor- 
row, my mistresses all, good morrow. I wish you both 
a merry new year, roast beef, minced pies, and good 
strong beer, and me a share of your good cheer. That 
I was there, or you were here, and you are a little sau- 
cy dear. — Good morrow again, dear sirrahs ; one cannot 
rise for your play. — At night. I went this morning to 
visit Lady Kerry and Lord Shelburn, and they made 
me dine with them. Sir Andrew Fountaine is better. 
And now let us come and see what this saucy dear letter 
of MO says. Come out, letter, come out from between 
the sheets; here it is underneath, and it will not come 
out Come out again, I say : so there. Here it is. What 
says Presto. to me, pray P says it. Come, and let me 
answer for you to your ladies. Hold up your head then, 
like a good letter. There. Pray, how have you got 
up with Presto ? Madam Stella. You write your eighth 
when you receive mine : now I write my twelfth, when 
I receive your eighth. Do not you allow for what are 
upon the road, simpleton ? what say you to that ? And 
so you kept Presto's little birthday, I warrant : would 
to God I v had been at the health, rather than here, where 
I have no manner of pleasure, nothing but eternal busi- 
ness upon my hands. I shall grow wise in time ; but 

• Presto. D. 8. 
£ 3 
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no more of that : only I say Ameo with my heart aw 3 
vitals* that we may never be asunder again ten days to 
gether while poor Presto lives. ■ . ■ 



- I cannot be merry so near any splenetic talk 

so I made that long line, and now all is well again 
Yes, you are a pretending slut, indeed, with your fourtl 
and fifth mi the margin, and your journal, and ever) 
thing. Wind — we saw no wind here, nothing at alius 
inordinary at any time. We had it once when yoi 
had it not. But an old saying and a true; I hate al 
winds, before and behind, from cheeks with eyes, 
from blind. Tour chimney fall down t God preserve 
you. I suppose you only mean a brick or two : but tha 
is a damned lie of your chimney being carried to tiy 
next house with the wind. Do not put such things upei 
us; those matters will not pass here ; keep a little to pos 
dbiliites. My Lord Hertford*? would have been asham 
ed of such a stretch. You should take care of wha 
company you converge with : when one gets that facul 
ty, it is hard to break one's self of it Jemmy Leigl 
talks of going over;- but quando? I do not know whei 
he will go. O, now you have had my ninth, now yoi 
are come up with me; marry come up with you, indeed 
I kdow all that business of lady S. Will nobody cu 

that D y'* throat? Five hundred pounds do yoi 

call poor pay for living three months the life of a king 
they say she died with grief,, partly, being forced to ap 
pear as witness in court about some squabble among thei 
servants. — The bishop of Clogher showed you a pamph 
let. Well, but you must not give your mind to belie v< 
those things; people will say auy thing. The charade 
is here reckoned admirable* but most of the facts are tri 
fles, It was first printed privately here : and then soon 

* don to the daUcrf Severn*^ JS. 
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bold cur ventured to do it publiely> and sold tiro thou- 
sand io two days : who the author is must remain un- 
certain. Do you pretend to know, impudence ? how 
durst you think so? Fox on your parliaments : the arch* 
bishop has told me of it ; but we do not vouchsafe to 
know any thing of it here. No, no, no more giddiness 
yet; thank you, Stella, for asking after it; thank you; 
God Almighty bless you for your kindness to poor Pres- 
to. You Write to Lady Giffard and your mother upon 
what I advise, when it is too late. But yet I fancy this 
bad news will bring down stocks so tow, that one might 
buy to great advantage. I design to venture going to 
see your mother some day when Lady Giffard is abroad. 
Well, keep your Rathburn and stuff: I thought he was 
to pay in your money upon his bouses to be flung down 
about the what do you call it. — Well* madam Dingley, 
I sent your enclosed to Bristol, but have not heard from 
Raymond since he went. Come,, come young women, I 
keep a good fire ; it costs me twelve pence a week, and 
I fear something more ; vex me, aud I will have one in 
my bedchamber too. No, did not I tell you but just 
now, we have no high winds here. Have you forgot 
already ?— Now you are at it again, silly Stella ; why 
does your mother say, my candles are scandalous ? they 
are good sixes in the pound, and she said I was extra- 
vagant enough to burn them by daylight. I never burn 
fewer at a time than one. What would people have ? 
the d — burst Haukshaw. He told me he had not the 
box, and the next day Sterne* told me he had sent it a 
fortnight ago ; Patrick could not find him the other day, 
but he shall to-morrow : dear life and heart, do you 
tease me ? does Stella tease Presto ? that palsy water 

* Enoch Sterne, Esq. clerk lo the house qf lords iu \retau& % ^&- 
collector of Wirkhv. IV. 
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was tn the box: it was too big for a packet, and I was, 
afraid of its breaking. Leigh was not io town then, or 
I would not have trusted it to Sterne, whom yet I have 
befriended enough to do me more kindness than that. I 
will never rest till you have it, or till it is in a way for 
you to have it Poor dear rogue, naughty to think it 
teazes me : how could I ever forgive myself for neglect- 
ing any thing that related to your health ? sure I were 

a devil if I did : See 

how far I am forced to stand from Stella, because I am 
afraid she thinks poor Presto has not been careful about 
her little things; I am sure I bought them immediately 
according to order, and packed them up with my owa 
hands, and sent them to Sterne, and was six times with 
him about seuding them away. I am glad you are 
pleased with your glasses. I have got another velvet 
cap, a new one Lord Herbert bought and presented me 
one morning I was at breakfast with him, where he was 
as merry and easy as ever I saw him, yet had received 
a challenge half an hour before, and half an hour after 
fought a duel. It was about ten days ago* You are 
mistaken in your guesses about Tattlers : I did neither 
*write that on Noses, nor Religion, nor do I send him 
of late any hints at all.—- Indeed, Stella, when I read 
your letter, I was not uneasy at all ; but when I came 
to answer the particulars, ana\ found that you had not 
received your box, it grated me to the heart, because I 
thought through your little words, that you imagined I 
had not taken the care I ought. But there has been 
some blunder iu this matter, which I will know to-mor- 
row and write to Sterne, for fear he should not be with- 
in. — And pray, pray, Presto, pray now do. — No, Ray- 
mond was not above four times with me while he staid, 
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and then only while I wag dressing. Mrs. Fenton* has 
written me another letter about some money of hers in 
Lady Giffard's bands, that is intrusted to me by my mo- 
ther, not to come to her husband. I send my letters con- 
stantly every fortnight, and if you will have them 
oftener you may, but then they will be the shorter. 
Pray, let Parvisol sell the horse. I think I spoke to you 
of it in a former letter: I am glad you are rid of him, 
and was in pain while I thought you rode him: but if 
he would buy you another, or any body else, and that 
you could be often able to ride, why do not you do it? 
2. I went this morniug early to the secretary of state, 
Mr. St. John, and he told me from Mr. Harley, thai 
the warrant was now drawn, in order for a patent for the 
first-fruits: it must pass through several offices, and 
take up some time, because in things the queen gives, 
they are always considerate ; but that he assures roe it 
is granted aud done, and past all dispute, and desires I 
will not be in any pain at all. I will write again to 
the archbishop to-morrow, and tell him this, and I desire 
you will say it on occasion. From the secretary I went 
to Mr. Sterne, who said he would write to you to night, 
and that the box must be at Chester, and that some - 
friend of his goes very soon, and will carry it over. I 
dined with Mr. secretary St. John, and at six went to 
Darteoeuf s house to drink punch with him, and Mr. 
Addison, and little Harrison, a young poet whose for- 
tune I am making. Steele was to have been there, but 
came not, nor never did twice, since I knew him to any 
appointment. I staid till past eleven, and am now in 
bed. Steele's last Tattlerf came out to-day. You will 
see it before this comes to you, and how he takes leave 
of the world. He never told so much as Mr. Addison 

• Sister to Dr. Swift. D. S. 

f Steele (ba ving rendered the Tattler obnoxious tor $«ity Tftfett£ta& 
dropped it, and began the Spectator on a uot tad dVfew»X\jtoDu"fc* ** 
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of it, who was surprised ag much as I ; hut to say tfie 
truth, it was time, for he grew cruel, dull, and dry. To 
my knowledge he had several good hurts to go upon; 
but lie was so lazy and weaxy of the wor& that he 
would not improve them. I think I will send this after* 
to-morrow : shall I before it is full, Dingley ? 

3. Lord Peterborow yesterday called me into a bar* 
ber's shop, and there we talked deep politics : he de* 
aired me to dine with him to-day at the Globe io the 
Strand ; he said he would show me so clearly how to 
get Spain, that I could not possibly doubt it. I went 
to-day accordingly, and saw him among half a dozen 
lawyers and attoraies and hang-dogs, signing deeds am) 
stuff before his journey ; for he goes to-morrow to Vien- 
na. I ^at among that scurvy company till after four, 
but heard nothing of Spain ; only I find, by what he 
told me before, that he fears he shall do no good in his 
present journey. We are to be mighty constant corres- 
pondents. So I took my leave of hini* and called at Sir 
Andrew Fouutaine's, who mends much. I came home, 
au't please you, at six, and bave been studying till now 
past eleven. 

4. Morning. Morrow, little dears. O, faith, I liave 
been dreaming ; I was to be put in prison, I do not 
know why, and I was so afraid of a black dungeon ; and 
then all I had been inquiring yesterday of Sir Andrew 
Fouutaine's sickness I Oumght was of poor Stella. The 
worst of dreams is, that one wakes just in the humour 
they leave one. Shall J send this to-day ? with all my 
heart: it is two days within the fortnight; but may be 
MD arc in haste to have a round dozen, and then how 
are you come tip to me with your eighth, young women 2 
but yon indeed ought to write twice slower than I, Iter 

* After is intcrVvncd, "ft. £. 
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cause there are twoo£ you';. I own that. Well then, I 
wHl seai up thie letter by my morning candle, and cany- 
it into die city with me, where I go to dine, and put it 
in the postroffice with my own fair hands. So, let me 
see whether I bare any news to tell MB. They say, 
they will very soon make some inquiries into the cor- 
ruptions of the late ministry,' and they most do it, to 
justify their turning them out. Atterbury we think is 
to be dean of Christ-church in Oxford ; but the college 
would rather have Smalridge. What is all this to you : 
what care you for Atterburys and Smalridges ? No,. 
you are for nothing but Presto, faith. So I will rise and 
bid you farewell ; yet I am loth to do so, because there 
is a great, bit of paper yet to talk upon ; but Dingley 
will have it so; yes* says she, make your journals shorter, 
and send them oftener; and so I will. And I have 
cheated you another way too ; for this is clipped paper 
and holds at least six lines less than the former ones. I 
will tell you. a good thing I said to my Lord Carteret* 

" So*" says he, " my lord came up to me, and 

asked me," &c. " No," said I " my lord never 

did, nor ever can come up to yaw." We all pun here 
sometimes. Lord Carteret set down Prior the other day 
io bis chariot, and Prior thanked him for his charity ; 
that was fit for Dilry.* I do not remember I heard 
one good one from the ministry, which is really a shame. 
Henley is gone to the country for Christmas. The 
puppy comes here without his wife, and keeps no house, 
and would have me dine with him at eating-houses ; but 
I have only done it once, and will do it no more. Ho 
had not seen me for some time in the coffee-house, and 
asking after me, desired Lord Herbert to tell me, I was 
a beast for ever after the order of Mekhisedec. Did 

* Dillon Ashe. D. a. 
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you ever read the Scripture ? It is only changing the 
word priest to beast. I think I am bemched to write so 
much io a morning to 70a, little MD. Let me go, will 
you ? and I will come again to night io a fine clean 
sheet of paper ; but I can nor will stay no longer now ; 
do, I will not, for all your wheedling : no, no, look off; 
do not smile at me, and say, " Pray, pray, Presto, write 
a little more. 9 ' Ah ! you are a wheedling slut, you be 
so. Nay, but prithee turn about and let me go, do : it 
is a good girl and do. O faith, my morning candle is 
just out, and 1 must go now in spite of my teeth ; for 
my bed chamber is dark with curtains, and I am at the 
wrong side. So farewell, &c. &c. 

I am in the dark almost : I must have another candle, 
when I am up, to seal this ; but I will fold it up in the 
dark, and make what you can of this, for I can only see 
this paper I am writing upon. Service to Mrs. Walk 
and Mrs. Stoyte. 

God Almighty bless you, &c. What I am doing I 
cannot see ; but I will fold it up, and not look 00 it 
again. 



LETTER XIII. 

London, Jan. 4, 1710-11. 

I was going into the city, where J dined, and put my 
12th with my own fair hands into the post-office as I 
came back, which was not till nine this night. I dined 
with people that you never heard of, nor is it worth 
your while to know, an authoress and a printer.* I 
walked home for exercise, and at eleven gqt into bed* 

* Mrs. Manley a*4 Mi. Bvtac. 
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tod all the while I -was undressing myself there was I 
speaking monkey things in air, just as if MD had been 
by, and did not recollect myself till I got into bed. I 
writ last night to the archbishop, and told him the war* 
rant was drawn for the first-fruits, and I told him Lord 
Feterborow was set out for his journey to Vienna ; but 
it seems the lords have addressed to have him stay to be 
examined about Spauish affairs, upon this defeat there, 
and to know where the fault lay, <&c. So I writ to the 
archbishop a lie ; but I think it was not a sin. 

5. Mr. Secretary St. John sent for me this morning 
so early, that I was forced to go without shaving, which 
pat roe quite out of method : I called at Mr. Ford's and 
desired him to lend me a shaving, and so made a shift 
to get into order again. Lord ! here is an impertinence ; 
Sir Andrew Fountaine's mother and sister are come 
above a hundred miles from Worcester to see him before 
he died. Tbey got here but yesterday, and he must 
have been past hopes, or past fears, before they could . 
teach him. I fell a scolding when I heard they were 
coming ; and the people about him wondered at me, and 
said, " What a mighty content it would be on both sides 
to die when they were with him !" I knew the mother $ 
she is the greatest Overdo upon earth, and the sister, 
tbey say, is worse ; the poor man will relapse again 
among them. Here was the scoundrel* brother always 
crying in the outer room till Sir Andrew was in danger, 
and the dog was to have all his estate if be died ; and 
it is an ignorant, worthless, scoundrel rake : and the 
nurses were comforting him, and desiring he would not 
take on so. I dined to-day the first time with Ophy 
Butler, and bis wife ; and you supped with the dean, 
and lost two and twenty pence at cards. And so Mrs. 
Walls is brought to bed of a girl, who died two days 
after it was christened ; and betwixt 7 wx «r& ^p^^&Nfc 
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oot very sorry : she lores her ease and diversions too 
well to be troubled with children. I will go to bed. 

6. Morniug. I went last nigjit to put some coals ou; 
my fire after Patrick was gone to bed ; and there I saw/ 
ib a closet a poor linnet he has bought to bring over to 
Dingley : it cost him sixpence, and is as tame as a dor* 
mouse. I believe he does not know he is a bird : where, 
you put him, there he stands, and seems to have neither 
hope nor fear ; I suppose in a week he will die of the: 
spleen. Patrick advised with me before he bought hint 
I laid fairly before him the greatness of the sum, and 
the rashness of the attempt ; showed how impossible it 
was to carry him safe over the salt sea : but he would 
not take my council* and he will repeat it. It ia very' 
cold this morning iir bed, and I hear there is a good five 
in the room without, what do you call it, the dining- 
room. I hope it will be good weather, and so let me 
rise, sfertahs, do so. At night. I was this, morning to 
visit the dean, or Mr. Prolocutor, I tliink you call him, 
do not you ? Why should not I go to the dean's as well 
aa you ? A Hale black man of pretty near fifty ? Ay, 
the same. A good pleasant man ? Ay, the same. C«*- 
ning enough ? Tea. One that' understands his oivn in- 
% Unrest ? As well as any body. How comes it MD and 
I do not meet there sometimes ? A very good face, and 
abundance of wit ; do you know his lady ? O Lord !■ 
whom do you mean ?* I mean. Dr. Atterbury,f dean of 
Carlisle and prolocutor. Pshaw, Presto, you are a fool; 
I thought you had meant our dean of St. Patrick's* 
Silly, silly, silly, you are silly, both arc silly, every 
kind of thing is silly. Aa I walked into the city, I was 

* Dr. Sterap, dean of St. F*tricjp% was «ot a married man, whieji 
rams, to have bee©, the cause of this- surprise in. MD. D. S. 

f Whom Swift very artfully characterizes in the sentences printed 
fa Italics. N. 
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stopped with clusters of boys and wenches buzzing about 
(be cake-shops like Hies. There had the fools let out 
their -shops two yards forward into the streets, all spread 
with great cakes frothed with sugar, and stuck with 
streamers of tinsel. And then I went to Bateman's the 
bookseller,* and laid out eight-and-forty shillings for 
books. I bought three little volumes of Lucian in French 
for our' Stella, and so, and so. Then I went to Gang- 
way's to meet Stratford, and dine with him ; but it was 
an idle day with the merchants, and he was gone to our 
end of the town : so I dined with Sir Thomas Frank- 
land at the post-office, and we drank your Mauley's 
health. It was in a newspaper that he was turned out ; 
but Secretary St. John told me it was false, only, that 
new$writer is a plaguy tory. I have not seen one bit of 
'Christmas merriment. 

7. Morning. Your new lord chancellor)- 6ets out to- 
morrow for Ireland : I never saw him. He carries 
over one Trapp a parson as his chaplain, a sort of pre- 
tender to wit, a second rate pamphleteer for the cause, 
whom they pay by sending him to Ireland. I never 
saw Trapp neither. I met Tighe and your Smyth of 
•Lovet's yesterday by the Exchange. Tighe and I took - 
no notice of each other : but I stopped Smyth, and told 
him of the box that lies for you at Chester, because he 
says he goes very soon to Ireland, I think this week : 
and I will send this morning to Sterne, to take measures 

* Mr. Bateman, wko lived in Little Britain, dealt principally in 
old books. He never would suffer any person whatever to look into 
one book in bis shop ; and, when asked a reason for it, would say, 
" I suppose you may be a physician or an author, and want some 
recipe or quotation ; and, if you buy it, I will engage it to be per- 
fect before you leave me, but not after ; as I have suffered by leaves 
being torn out, and the books returned, to my very ^ccal V*& to& 
prejudice. 9 ' F.' 

f Sir Constnntine Pbippg. flf. 
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pistole for a new year's gift. So good morrow, dears, 
both, till anoD. At night. Lord, I have been with Mr. 
secretary from dinner till eight ; and though I draak 
wine and water, I am so hot ! Lady Stanley came to 
visit Mrs. St John, and sent up for me, to make up a 
quarrel with Mrs. St. Johu, whom I never yet saw ; 
and do you ihink that devil of a secretary would not let 
me go, but kept me by main force, though I told him J 
was in love with his lady, and it was a shame to keep 
back a lover, &c. But all would not do ; so at last.l 
was forced to break away, but uever went up, it was then 
too late ; and here I am, and have a great deal to do 
to-night, though it be nine o'clock ; but oue must say 
something to these naughty MD's, else there will be no 
quiet. 

9. To-day Ford and I set apart to go into the city to 
buy books ; but we only had a scurvy dinner at an ale- 
house, and he made me go to the tavern, and drink Flo- 
rence, four and sixpence a flask; damned wine! sol 
spent my money, which I seldom do, and past an insipid 
day, aud saw nobody, and it is now ten o'clock, and I 
have nothing to say, but that it is a fortnight to-morrow 
since I bad a letter from MD, but if I have it time 
enough to answer here, it is well enough, otherwise wo 
betide you, faith ; I will go to the toyman's here just in 
Fall-mall, and he sells great hugeous batoous ; yes, faith, 
and so he does. Does not he,*Diugley ? Yes, faith. Do 
not lose your money this Christmas. 

10. I roust go this morning to Mr. Secretary St. John. 
I promised yesterday, but failed, so I cannot write any 
more till night to poor dear MD. — At night. O faith, 
Dingley, I had company in the morning, and could uol 
go where I designed ; and I had a basket from Ray- 
mond, at Bristol, with six bottles of wine, and a pound oi 

chocolate, and some tobacco to K»\ft\ <%n& taNroiwutar. 
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the carriage was paid ; but he lied, or I am cheated, or 
there re a mistake; and he has written to me so con- 
faedly about things, that Lucifer could not understand 
him. This wine is to be drank with Harley's brother 
ami Sir Robert Raymond, solicitor general, in order to 
recommend the doctor to your new lord chancellor, who 
left this place 011 Monday, and Raymond says he is hast- 
ing to Chester to go with him. I suppose he leaves his 
wife behind; for when he left London he had no 
thoughts of stirring till summer. So I suppose he will 
be with you before this. Ford came and desired I 
would dine with him, because it was opera day, which t 
tUd, and sent excuses to Lord.Shelburo, who had itivited 
me. 

11. I am setting up a new Tattler, little Harrison, 
whom I have mentioned to you. Others have put him 
on it, and I encourage him ; and he was with me this 
morning and evening, showing me his first, which comes 
out on Saturday. I doubt he will not succeed, for I do 
not much approve bis manner ; but the scheme is Mr. 
Secretary St. John's and mine, aud would have done" 
well enough in good hands. I recommended him to a 
printer, whom I sent for, and settled the matter between 
them this evening. Harrison has just left me, and I ant 
tired with correcting his trash. 

12. I was this morning upon some business with Mr. 
Secretary St. John, and he made me promise to dine 
witli him, which otherwise I would have done with Mr. 
Harley, whom I have not been with these ten days. I 
cannot but thiuk they have mighty difficulties upon 
them ; yet I always find them as easy aud disengaged as 
schoolboys on a holiday. Harley has the procuring of 
live or six millions on his shoulders, and the wbigs will 
not lend a groat ; which is the only reason <iC tte foVV *& 
stocks: for they are like quaketa and faltf\t^^1k^fi\ 

VOL. XXI. e 
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only deal among themselves, while all others deal indif- 
ferently with them. Lady Marlborough offers, if they 
will let her keep her employments, never to come into 
the queen's presence. The whigs say the duke of Marl- 
borough will serve no more ; but I hope and think other- 
wise. I would to Heaven I were this minute with MD 
at Dublin ; for I am weary of politics, that give me such 
melancholy prospects. 

13. O faith, I had an ugly giddy fit last night in my 
chamber, andJ have got a new box of pills to take, and 
hope I shall have no more this good while. I would 
not tell you before, because it would vex you, little 
rogues ; but now it is over. I dined to-day with Lord 
Shelburn, and today little. Harrison's new Tattler came 
out : there is not much in it, but I hope be will mend. 
You must understand that upon Steele's leaving off, there 
were two or three scrub Tattlers came out, and one of 
them holds on still, and to-day it advertised against Har- 
rison's ; and so there must be disputes which are genuine, 
like the straps for razors. I am afraid the little toad 
has not the true vein for it. I will tell you a copy of 
verses. When Mr. St. John was turned out from being 
secretary at war, three years ago, he retired to the 
country : there he was talking of something be would 
have written over his summer-house, and a gentleman 
gave him these verses : 

From business and the noisy world retir'd, 
Nor vex'd by love, nor by ambition fir'd ; 
Gently I wait the call of Charon's boat, 
Still driuking like a fish, and ■ like a goat. 

He swore to me he could hardly bear the jest ; for he 

pretended to retire like a philosopher, though he was but 

twenty -eight years old : and I Mtevt vYwi v\nfc% ^m 
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true; for be had been a thorough rake. I think the 
three grave lines do introduce the last well enough. 
Od so, but I will go sleep; I sleep early now. 

14. O faith, young women, I want a letter from MD ; 
k is bow nineteen days since I bad the last : and where 
have I room to answer it, pray ? I hope I shall send this 
away without any answer at all ; for I will hasten it, 
and away it goes on Tuesday, by which time this side 
will be full. I will send it two days sooner on purpose 
out of spite, and the very next day after, you must, 
know, your letter will come, and then it is too late, and 
I will so laugh, never saw the like !' It is spring with us 
already. I ate asparagus the other day. Did you ever 
see such a frostless winter? Sir Andrew Fountaine lies still 
extremely ill; it costs him ten guineas a-day to doctors, 
surgeons, and apothecaries, and has done so these three 
weeks. I dined to-day with Mr. Ford ; he sometimes 
chooses to dine at home, and T am content to dine with 
him : and at night I called at the coffee-house, where I 
had not been a week, and talked coldly a while with 
Mr. Addison ; all our friendship and dearness are off; 
we are civil acquaintance, talk words of course, of when 
we shall meet, and that is all. I have not been at any 
house with him these six weeks : the other day we were 
to have dined together at the comptroller's ; but T sent 
my excuses, being engaged to the secretary of state. Is 
not it odd ? But I think he has used me ill, anc\ I have 
used him too well, at least his friend Steele. 

15. It has cost me three guineas to-day for a periwig. 
I am undone ! It was made by a Leicester lad, who 
married Mr. Worrall's daughter, where my mother lodg- 
ed ; go I thought it would be cheap, and especially since 
he lives in the city. Well, London Uck^wwy \ \ W*. . 
it hue. / bare pv£n Harrison hints for aiHstore* T*V\«* 

to-morrow. The jackanapes vranta * v\^al v*&\fc % s ^ 
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doubt he will not do. I dined with my friend Lewis of 
the secretary's office, and am got Itome early, because I 
have much business to do; but before I begip I must 
needs say something to MD, faith — No, faith, I lie, it is 
but nineteen days to-day since my last from MD. I 
have got Mr. Harley to promise, that whatever changes 
are made in the council, the bishop of Clogher shall not 
be removed, and he has got a memorial accordingly. I 
will let the bishop know so much in a post or two. This 
is a secret ; but I know he has enemies, and they shall 
not be gratified, if they designed any such thing, which 
perhaps they might; for some changes there will be 
made. So drink up your claret, and be quiet, and do 
not lose your money. 

1 6. Morning. Faith I will send this letter to-day to 
.shame you, if I have not one from MD before night, 
that is certain. Will not you grumble for want of the 
thrid side, pray now ? Yes, I warrant you; yea, yes, 
you shall have the third, you shall so, when you can 
catch it, some other time : when you be writing girls. 
O faith, I think I will not stay till night, but seal up this 
just now, and carry it in my pocket, and whip it into the 
post-office as I come home at evening. I am going out 
early this morning. Patrick's bills for coal and can- 
dles, &c. come sometimes to three shillings a week ; I 
keep very good fires, though the weather be warm. Ire- 
land will never be happy till you get smallcoal like- 
wise ; nothing so easy, so convenient, so cheap, so pret- 
ty for lighting a fire. My service to Mrs. Stoyte and 
Walls, has she a boy or a girl ? A girl, hmm ; and died 
in a week, htnmm, and was poor Stella forced to stand 
for godmother ? — Let me know how accounts stand, that 
you may have your money betimes. There is four 
woo the for my lodging, tti&l mu&Ysfe v\\ttv\^\. <Kt\a*\ and 
'so go dine with MacJey, and lose ^ovvx \sw&3* to «*? 
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tntagant sluttikin, but do Dot fret. It will be just three 
weeks when I have the next letter, that is to-morrow. 
Farewell, dearest beloved MD, and love poor, poor Presto; 
who has not had one happy day since he left you; as 
hope saved — It is the last sally I will ever make, but I 
hope it will turn to some account. I have done more for 
these? and I think they are more honest than the last; 
however, I will not be disappointed. I would make 
MD and me easy ; and I never desired more. — Fare- 
well, «fee. &c. 



JLETTER XIY. 

London, January 16, 1710-11. 
O faith, young women, I have sent my letter N. 13, 
without one crumb of an answer to any of MD's, there 1 
is for you now r and yet Presto ben't angry faith, not a 
bit, only he will begin to be in pain, next Irish post, 
except he sees MD's little hand-writing in the glass 
frame at the bar of St. James's coffee-house, where Pres- 
to would never go but for that purpose. Presto's at 
borne, God help him, every night from six till bedtime, 
and has'as little enjoyment or pleasure in life at present 
as any body in the world, although in full favour with- 
all the ministry. As hope saved, nothing gives Presto 
any sort of dream of happiness but a letter now and 
then from his own dearest MD. 1 love the expectation 
of it, and when it does not come, I comfort myself, 
that I have it yet to be happy with. Yes faith, and 
when I Write to MD, I am happy too; it is just as if 
metbinks you were here and I prating to you, and tell- 
ing you where I have been : " Well, says you, Presto^ 
came, where hare you beento-AayS winfe l \t£%'VRtt 
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aow." And so then I answer; Ford and I were visit* 
ing Mr. Lewis, and Mr. Prior, and Prior bas given me 
a fine Plautus, and then Ford would have had me dine 
at his lodgings, and so I would not; and so I dined with 
him at an eating-house ; which I have not done five 
times since I came here ; and so I came home, after visit- 
ing Sir Andrew Fountaine's mother and sister, and Sir 
Andrew Fountaine is mending, though slowly. 

17. I was making, this morning, some general visits, 
and at twelve I called at the coffee-house for a letter from 
MD : so the man said, he had given it to Patrick ; then 
I went to the court of requests and treasury, to find Mr. 
Harley, and after some time spent in mutual reproaches, 
I promised to dine with him ; I staid there til) seven, 
then called at Sterne's and Leigh's to talk about your 
bos; and to have it sent by Smyth ; Sterne says he has 
been making inquiries, and will set things right as soon 
as possible. I suppose it lies at Chester, at least I hope 
so, and only wants a lift over to you. Here has little 
Harrison been to complain, that the printer I recom- 
mended to him for his Tattler, is a coxcomb ; and yet to 
see how things will happen; for this very printer is my 
cousin, his name is Dryden Leach ; did you never hear 
of Dryden Leach, he that prints the Postman ? he act- 
ed Oxoonoko, he is in love with Miss Crosse. Well, so 
I came home to read my letter from Stella, but the dog 
Patrick was abroad ; at last he came, and I got my let- 
ter : I fouod another hand had superscribed it ; when I 
opened it I found it written all in French, and subscribed 
Bernage j faith I was ready to fling it at Patrick's 
head. Bernage tells me, he had been to desire your re- 
commendation to me to make him a captain, and your 
cautious answer, " That he had as much power with me 
as you," was a notable one ; if you were here, I would 
preseut yoi^ to tfce ministry as a pwotx of ability^ Bo^ 
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nage should let me know where to write to him; this hi 
the second letter I have had without any direction; 
however, I beg I may not have a thhd, but that you will 
ask him, and send me how I shall direct to him. In the 
mean time, tell him, that if regiments are to be raised 
here, as he says, I will speak to George Granville, se- 
cretary at war, to make him a captain ; and use what 
other interest I conveniently can. I think that is enough, 
and so tell him, and do not trouble me with his letters 
when I expect them from MD; do you hear, young wo- 
men, write to Presto. 

18. I was this morning with Mr. Secretary St John, 
and we were to dine at Mr. Harley's alone, about some 
business of importance; but there were two or three 
gentlemen there. Mr. Secretary and I went together 
from his office to Mr. Harley's, and thought to have 
been very wise ; but the deuce a bit, the company staid, 
and more came, and Harley went away at seven, and 
*the secretary and I staid with the rest of the company 
till eleven ; I would then have had him come away, 
but he was in for it ; and though he swore he would 
come away at that flask, there I left him. I wonder at 
the civility of these people ; when he saw I would drink 
no more,, he would always pass the bottle by me, and yet 
I could not keep the toad from drinking himself, nor be 
would not let me go neither, nor Masham, who was with 
us. When I got home, I found a parcel directed to me, 
and opening it, I found a pamphlet written entirely 
against myself, not by name, but against something I 
writ :* it is pretty civil, and affects to be so, and I think 
1 will take no notice of it ; it is against something writ- 
ten very lately ; and indeed I know not what to say, 
nor do I care ; and so you are a saucy rogue for losing 

* TrtbaWy agahut the Character of LotA WtaxtaTt, "ft . 
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jour money to-day at Stoyte's ; to let that bungler h*at 
you, fy, Stella, are not you ashamed ? well, I forgive 
you this once, never do so again ; no, noooo. Kiss and 
be friends, sirrah. Come let me go sleep, I go earlier to 
bed than formerly; and have not been out so late these 
two months ; but the secretary; was in a drinking hu- 
mour. So good night, myonmtittiedearsauqfinwtmt- 
rogues. 

19. Then you read that long word in the last line, tio,*t 
frith have not you. 'Well, when will this letter coine 
from our MD ? to-morrow or next day without fail ; yes 
faith, and so it is coming. This was an iusipid snowy 
day, no walking day, and I dined gravely with Mrs. 
Vanhomrigh, and came home, and am now got to bed a 
little after ten; I remember old Culpepper's maxim. 
Would you have a settled head, you must early go to 
bed ; I tell you, and I tell it again, you must be in bed 
at ten. 

20. And so I went to-day with my new wig, o hoao, to. 
risk Lady Worsley, whom I had not seen before, 
although she was near a month in town.- Then I walk- 
ed in the park to find. Mr. Ford, whom I had promised 
to meet, and coming down the Mall, who should come to- 
ward me but Patrick, and gives me five letters out of his 
pocket. I read the superscription of the first, Pshosfy 
said I ; of the second, pslioh again ; of the third, pshah, 
pshah, pshah ; of the fourth^ a gad, a gad, a gad, I am, 
in a rage ;• of the fifth and last, O koooa ; ay, marry, 
this is something, this is our MD, so. truly we opened \\ 
I think immediately, and it began the most impudently 
in the world, thus ; w Dear presto, we are even thus far." 
" Now we ar^e even," quoth Stephen, when he gave his 
wife six blows for one. I received your ninth four days 

/ la tba\ word there were tone wntt&i tta^utan. TK & • 
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after I bad sent my thirteenth. But I will reckon with 
you soon about that, young women. Why did not you 
recant at the end of your letter when you got your ele- 
venth, tell me that hussies base, were we even then, 
were we, sirrah ? but I will not answer your letter now, 
I will keep it for another time. We bad a great deal of 
snow to-day, and it is terrible cold I dined with Ford, 
because it was his opera day and- snowed, so I did not 
care to stir farther. I will seud to-morrow to Smyth. 

21. Morning. It has snowed terribly all night, and 
is vengeance cold. I am not yet up, but cannot write 
long ; my hands will freeze. " Is there a good fire, Pa- 
trick?" " Yes, sir:" " then twill rise, come takeaway 
the candle." You must know I write on the dark side 
of my bed chamber, and am forced to have a candle till 
I rise, for the bed stands between me and the window, 
and I keep the curtains shut this cold weather. " So 
pray let me rise, and* Patrick, here take away the can- 
dle." At night. We are now here in high frost and 
snow, the largest fire can hardly keep us warm. It is* 
very ugly walking, a baker's boy broke his thigh yester- 
day. I walk slow y make short steps, and uever tread on 
my heel. It is a good proverb the Devonshire people 
have : M Walk fast in snow, in frost walk slow, and still 
as you go, tread on your toe : when frost and snow are 
both together, sit by the fire and spare shoe leather." I 
dined to-day with Dr. Cockburnv but will net do so again 
in haste,, he has generally such a parcel, of Scots with 
him. 

22. Mornings Starving, starving, uth, vtk, ufh, uth, 
uth. Do not you remember I used to come into your 
chamber, and turn Stella out of Iter chair, and rake up 
the fire in a cold morning, and cry uth, uth, uth ? &c. 
O faith I must rise, my hand ia 60 co\<l \ ca^ ^n&& to* 

more. So good morrow, sirrahH. — AA. \ft^iV. V ^«^ 

f. 2. 
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this morning to Lady Giffard's house, and saw your new 
ther, and made her give me a pint bottle of palsy water, 
which I brought home in my pocket ; and sealed and 
tied up in a paper, and sent it to Mr. Smyth, who goes 
to-morrow for Ireland, and sent a letter to him to desire 
his care of it, and that he would inquire at Chester about 
the box. He was not within, so the bottle and letter 
were left for him at his lodgings, with strict orders to 
give them to him ; and I will send Patrick in a day or 
two, to know whether H was given, &c. Dr. Stratford 
and I dined to-day with Mr. Stratford, in the city, by 
appointment : but I chose to walk there for exercise in 
the frost. But the weather had given a little, as you 
women call it, so it was something slobbery. I did not 
get home till nine, and now I am in bed to break your 
head. 

23. Morning. They tell me it freezes again, but it is 
Dot so cold as yesterday : so now I will answer a bit of 
your letter. — At night. O faith, I was just going to 
answer some of our MD's letter this morning, when- a 
printer came in about some business, and staid an hour ; 
so I rose, and then came in Ben Tooke, and then I 
shaved and scribbled, and it was such a terrible day I 
•could not stir out tiH one, and then T called at Mrs. Bar* 
ton's, and we went to Lady Worsley's, where we were 
to dine by appointment. The earl of Berkeley is going 
to be married to Lady Louisa Lenox, the duke of Rich- 
mond's daughter. I writ this night to Dean Sterne, and 
bid him tell you all about the bottle of palsy- water by 
Smyth, and to-morrow morning I will say something to 
your letter. 

24. Morning. Come new to your letter. As for 
your being even with me, I have spoken to that already. 

So now, my dearly beloved, \e\ ws \rcocee& to the next. 
You are always grumbling tlttX jw\msi»\Aft\Xmte&. 
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enough, surely we shall have your tenth ;* and yet, be- 
fore you end your letter, you own you have my eleventh. 
And why did not MD go into the country with the 
bishop of Clogher ? faith, such a journey would have 
done you good ; Stella should have rid, and Dingley 
goue in the coach. The bishop of Kilmoref I know 
nothing of; he is old, and may die : he lives in some ob- 
scure corner, for I never hear of him. As for my old 
friends4 if you mean the whigs, I never see them, as 
you may find by my journals, except Lord Halifax, and 
him very seldom; Lord Somers never since the first 
visit, for he has been a false deceitful r****l. My new 
friends are very kind, and I have promises enough, but 
I do not count upon them, and besides my pretences are 
very young to them. However, we will see what may 
be done, and if nothing at all, I shall not be disappoint- 
ed ; although perhaps poor MD may, and then I shaU 
be sorrier for their sakes than my own. Talk of a 
•merry Christmas, (why did you write it so then, young 
women ? sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander) J 
have wished you all that two or three letters ago. 
Good lack; and your news, that Mr. St. John is going 
to Holland ; he has no such thoughts to quit the great 
station he is in, nor if he had, could I be spared to go 
with him. So faith, politic madam Stella, you come with 
your two eggs a penny, &c. Well, madam Dingley, and 

* These are the words of MD. D. S. 

t Dr. Edward Wetentiall, 1690— 1714. N. 

t Swift appears, from several other passages about this period, to 
have been severely mortified by the ingratitude of his former patrons, 
the Lords Somers, Halifax, and Wharton ; and was actually intro- 
duced to Mr. Harley as "one extremely, ill used by the last ministry, 
after some obligations, because he refused to go certain lengths they 
would have-him;" which was in some sort Mr. Harley's own case. 
D.S. 

F3 
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to Mrs. Stoyle invites you, and -so you stay at Bonny** 
brook,* and so you could not write. You are plaguy 
exact in your journals from Dec. 25 to Jan. 4th. WeB* 
Smy tb-and tlie palsy- water I have handled already, and 
he does not lodge (or rather did not, for poor man now 
he is gone) at Mr. Jesse's and all that stuff; hut we 
found his lodging, and I went to Stella's mother on my 
own head, for I never remembered it was in the letter to* 
desire another bottle ; but I was so fretted, so tosticatoA; 
and so-impatient, that Stella should hare her water (I 
mean decently, don't be rogues) and so vexed with, 
Sterne's carelessness. Pray God Stella's illness may not 
return. If they come seldom, they begin to be weary; 
L judge by -myself ; for when I seldom visit, I grow weary 
of my acquaintance. Leave a good deal of my tenth: 
unanswered — Impudent skit, when did you ever answer 
my tenth, or ninth, or any other number ? or who de- 
sires you to answer, provided you wrke ? I- defy the 
d — to answer my letters; sometimes there may be one 
4>s two things I should he glad you wouldaoswer, but I 
forget them, and you never think of them. I shall never 
love, answering letters again, if you talk of answering. 
Answering, quotha ; pretty answerers truly. As for the 
pamphlet you speak of, and call it scandalous, and that 
one Mr. Presto is said to write it, hear my answer. Fy, 
child, you must not mind whatwery idle body tells yon. 
I believe you lie, and that the dogs were not crying it 
when you said so ; come, tell truth. I am sorry you go- 
to St, Mary 'sf so soon, you will be as poor, as rats ; that 
place will drain you with a vengeance : besides, I would'' 
have you thiok^of being in the country in summer. In- 
deed, Stella, pippins produced plentifully ; Parvisol cquJd 

* About a mile from Dublin. D. S. 

/ MD'$ lodging*, opposite to St M^y a cV>u&\ii^K!iR&4bceet: 
V. $.- 
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Mend from Laracor : there were about half a score, I 
uld be glad to know whether they were good for any 
bg. Mrs, Wells at Donuybrook with- you; why, is 
she brought to bed ? Well, well, well, Dingley, pray 
satisfied 1- you talk as if you were angry about the 
top's not offering you. conveniences for the journey; 
t so he should Whatsort of Christmas? why I have 
1 no Christmas at all; and has it really been Cbrisfc- 
i of late ?. I never once thought of it My service to 
a. Stoyte, and Catherine, and let Catherine get the 
fee ready against I come, and not have so much care 
her countenance ; ft» all will go welk Mr. Beruage, 
. Beruage — Mr. Fiddlenage !— I have had three let- 
i front him now successively ; he sends no directions, 

I how the d — shall. I write to him? I would, have 
nt bis last, if I had not seen Stella's hand at the bofc- 
l : his request is all nonsense. How can I. assist him 
buying? and-, if he be ordered to go to Spain, go he 
st, or else sell, and I believe one can hardly sell, at 
h a juncture. If he had. staid, and new regimenta- 
jed, I. would have used my endeavour to have had: 
i removed ; although I have no credit that way, or 
y little : but if the regiment goes, he ought to go too ; 
has had great indulgence, and opportunities of saving; 

I I have urged him to it a hundred times. What can 

? Whenever it lies in my power- ta do him a good 
ce, I will do it. Pray draw up thh>into a handsome 
ech, and represent it to him from me, and that I would 
te, if I knew where to direct to him ; and jo I have 

1 you, and desired you would tell Urn, fifty times. 
s, madam Stella, I think I can read your long con- 
ding word, but you cannot itad mine: after bidding 
i good night. And yet, methinks, I mend extremely 
my writing;, but when Stella's eyes We n€lk> \Yra^& 
trite as bad as ever. So toow I Yv&Vfc *ww«&l<*» 
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letter, and mine is an answer; for I lay yours before me, 
and I look and write, and write and look, and look and 
write again. So good morrow, madams both, and I wiH 
go rise, for I must rise ; for I take pills at night, and so I 
must rise early, I do not know why. 

25. Morning. I did not tell you how I past my time 
yesterday, nor bid you good night, and there was good 
reason. I went in the morning to secretary St John 
about some business; he had got a great whig with him; 
a creature of the duke of Marlborough, who is a go-be- 
tween to make peace between the duke and the minis- 
try ; so he came out of his closet; and after a few words, 
desired I would dine with him at three, but Mr. Lewis 
staid till six before be came; and there we sat talking, 
and the time slipped so, that at last, when I was positive 
to go, it was past two o'clock ; so I came home and went 
straight to bed. He would never let me look at his 
-watch, and I could not imagine it above twelve when 
we went away. So I bid you good night for last night, 
and now I bid you good morrow, and I am still in bed, 
though it be near ten, but I must rise. 

26, 27, 28 29, 30. I have been so lazy and negligent 
these last four days that I could not write to MD. My 
head is not in order, and yet it is not absolutely ill, but 
giddyish, and makes me listless ; I walk every day, and 
take drops of .Dr. Cockburn, and I have just done a box 
-of pills, and to day Lady Kerry sent me some of her 
bitter drink, which I design to take twice a day, and 
-.hope I shall grow -better. I wish I were with MD, I 
long for spring and good weather, and then I will come 
over. My riding in Ireland keeps me well. I am very 
temperate, and eat of the easiest meats, as I am direct- 
ed, and hope the malignity will go off; but one fit shakes 
me a long time. I dined to day with Lord Mountjoy, 

\aj at Mr, Stone's i&\bt cfay, q&Sw&Akj t^is* 
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homrigh's, Saturday whh Ford, and Friday I think at 
Vanhomrigh's, and that is all the journal I can send 
MD, for I was so lazy while I was well, that I could 
oot write. I thought to have sent this to night, hut it is 
ten, and I will go to bed, and write on the other side to 
Parvisol to-morrow, and send it on Thursday; and so 
food night my dears, and lore Presto, and be healthy, 
and' Presto will be so too, &c. 

Cut off these notes handsomely, do you hear, sirrahs, 
and give Mrs. Brent hers, and keep yours till you see 
Parvisol, and then make up the letter to him, and send 
it him by the first opportunity, and so Ood Almighty 
bless you both, here and ever, and poor Presto. 

What, I warrant you thought at first that these last 
lines were another letter. 

Dingley, Pray pay Stella six fishes, and place them 
to the account of your humble servant, Presto. 

Stella, Pray pay Dingley six fislies, and place them 
to the account of your humble servant, Presto* 

There's bills of exchange for you. 



LETTER XV. 

London, Jan. 31, 1710-11. 

I am to send you my fourteenth to-morrow, but my 
head having some little disorder, confounds all my jour- 
nals. I was early this morning with Mr. Secretary St. 
John about some business, so I could not scribble my 
morning lines to MD. They are here intending to tax all 
little printed penny papers a halfpenny every halfsheet, 
which will utterly ruin Grub-street, and I am endeavour- 
iog to prevent it. Besides, I was forwttffii^w&iaffijN&h- 
ment against a certain great person \ ttotma V«* A to) 
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businesses with the secretary, were they not worthy 
ones? It was Ford's- birth day, and I refused the secre- 
tary and dined with Ford. We are here in as smart a 
frost for the time as I have seen ; delieate walking wea« 
ther, and the Canal and Rosamond's Pond fall of tbe 
Babble sliding and with skates, if you know what those 
are. Patrick's bird's water freezes in tbe gallipot, tad 
my hands in bed 

Feb. 1. I was this morning with poor Lady Kerry 
who is much worse in her head than I. She sends me 
bottles of her bitter, and we are so fond of one another, 
because our ailments are the same ; do not you. know 
that, madam Stell P have not I seen you conning ail- 
ments with Joe's wife* and some others, sirrah ? I Walk- 
ed into the city to dine, because of the walk, for we 
must take care ef Presto's health you know, because of 
poor little MD. But I walked plaguy carefully, for fear of 
sliding against my will ; but I am very busy. 

2. This morning Mr. Ford came to me to walk into 
the city, where he had business, and then to buy book* 
at Bateman's ; and I laid out one pound five shillings 
for a Strabo and Aristophanes, aud 1 have now got books 
enough to make me another shelf, aud I will have more, 
or it shall cost me a fall; and" so as we came back, 
we drank a flask of right French wine at Ben Tooke's 
chamber ; aud when I bad got home, Mrs. Vanhomrigh 
sent me word her eldest dauglKer was taken suddenly 
very ill, and desired! would come and see her; I went, 
and found it was a silly trick of Mrs. Armstrong, Lady 
Lucy's sister, who, with Moll Stanhope, was visiting, 
there; however,.! rattled off the daughter. 

3. To day I went aud dined at Lady Lucy's, where 
you.kuow I have not beeu this long time; they are 

* Mcs. Beaumont. D.S. 
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ftftguy whigs, especially the sister Armstrong, the most 
insupportable of all women pretending to wit, without 
any taste. She was running down the last Examiner, 
the prettiest I had read, with a character of the present 
■bristiy. — I left them at five, and come home. But I 
fagot to tell you, that this morning my cousin Dryden 
Leach the printer, came to me with a heavy complaint* 
that Harrison the new Tattler had turned him off, and 
taken the last Tattler's printers again. He vowed re- 
venge ; 1 answered gravely, and so he left me, and I have ' 
tniered Patrick to deny me to him from henceforth $ and . 
at night comes a letter from Harrison, telling me the 
tame thing, and excused his doing it without my no- 
tice, because he would bear all the blame ; and in his 
Tattler of this day he tells you the story, how he has 
taken his old officers, and there is a most humble letter 
from Morphew and Lilly to beg his pardon, &c. And 
lastly tills morning Ford sent me two letters from the 
coffee house, (where I hardly ever go) one from the 

archbishop of Dublin, and the other from « * 

Who do you think the other was from ! I will 

tell you, because you are friends ; why then it was* 
faith it was from my own dear little MD, N. 10. O, 
but will not answer it now, no. npooooh, I will keep it 
between the two sheets; here it is, just under: O, I 
lifted up the sheet and saw it there ; lie still, you shall 
not be answered yet, little letter ; for I must go to bed, 
and take care of my head. 

4. I avoid going to church yet for fear of my head, 
though it has been much better -these last five or six 
days, since I have taken Lady Kerry's bitter. Our frost 
holds like a dragon. I went to Mr. Addison's, and din* 
td with him at his lodgings; I had not seen him th^se 
three weeks. We are grown common acquaintance : ^et 
what tare mt I done for his friend 9te&e? 'Hb^'&ss? 



138 JOURNAL TO STELLA. 

ley reproached me the last time I saw him, thai to pleat? 
me he would be reconciled to Steele, and had promised 
and appointed to see him, and that Steele never came. 
Harrison, whom Mr. Addison recommended to me, I 
have introduced to the secretary of state, who has pro*' 
mised me to take care of him ; and I have represented 
Addison himself so to the ministry, that they thhik and 

talk in his favour, though they hated him before. 

Well; he is now in my debt, and there is an end; and! 
never had the least obligation to him, and there is ano- 
ther end. This evening I had a message from Mr. Har- 
ley, desiring to know whether I was alive, and that I 
'would dine with him to-morrow. They dine so late, 
that since my head has been wrong I have avoided be- 
ing with them. — Patrick has been out of favour these 
ten days ; I talk dry and cross to him, and have called 
him friend three or four times. But sirrahs, get you 
gone. 

5. Morning. I am going this morning to see Prior, 
who dines with me at Mr. Harley's ; so I cannot stay 
fiddling and talking with dear little brats in a morning, 
and it is still terribly cold. — I wish my cold hand was 
in the warmest place about you, young women, I would 
give ten guineas upon that account with all my heart, 
faith ; oh, it starves my thigh ; so I will rise, and bid 
you good morrow. Come stand away, let me rise : Pat- 
rick, take away the candle. Is there a good fire ? — So 
— up adazy. — At night. Mr. Harley did not sit down 
till six, and I staid till eleven ; henceforth I will choose 
to visit him in the evening, and dine with him no more 
if I can help it. It breaks all my measures, and hurtf 
my health ; my head is disorderly, but not ill, and I hope 
it will mend. 

6. Here has been such a hurry with the queen's birth* 
day, so much fine clothes, audtta cowV.w}tvra&<litha& 
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1 did not go there. All the frost is gone. It thawed on 
Sunday, and so continues, yet iee is still on the canal 
(I did not mean that of Laracor, but St. James's Park) 
and boys sliding on it. Mr. Ford pressed me to dine 
with him in his chamber. — Did not I tell you Patrick 
has got a bird, a linnet to carry over to Diogley ? It 
was very tame at first, and it is now the wildest I ever 
saw. He keeps it in a closet, where it makes a terrible 
litter ; but I say nothing : I am as tame as a clout When 
must we answer our MD's letter ? one of these odd-come- 
shortlies. This is a week old, you see, and no farther 
yet Mr. Uarley desired I would dine with him again 
to-day; but- 1 refused him, for I fell out with him yes- 
terday, and wili not see him again till he makes me 
amends : and so I go to bed. 

7. I was this morning early with Mr. Lewis of the 
secretary's office, and saw a letter Mr. Harley had sent 
to him, desiring to be reconciled ; but I was deaf to all 
entreaties, and have desired Lewis "to go to him, and let 
him know I expect farther satisfaction. If we let these 
great ministers pretend too much, there will be no go- 
verning them. He promises to make me easy, if I will 
but come and see him ; but I will not, and he shall do it 
by message, or I will cast him off. I will tell you the 
cause-of our quarrel when I see you, and refer it to 
yourselves. In that he did something,* which he in- 
tended for a favour; and I have taken it quite other- 
wise, disliking both the thing and the manner, and it has 
heartily vexed me, and all I have said is truth, though 
it looks like jest : and I absolutely refused to submit to 
his intended favour, and expect farther satisfaction. Mr. 

Ford and I dined with Mr. Lewis. We have a raoa- 
r 

-k . ■ * This alludes to the 501. bank note, which Swift indignantly re- 
: tamed. See the Journal of March 7, 1710-11, H« 
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strous deal of snow, and it has cost me two ah! 
day io chair and coach, and walked till I was <3 
aides. I know not what it is now to read or wi 
I am in bed. The last thing I do up is to wii 
thing to our MD, and then get into bed, and put 
candle, and so go sleep as fast as ever I can. Bi 
mornings I do write sometimes in bed, as you k 
8. Morning. " I have desired Apronia to be 
careful, especially about the legs." Fray, do 
any such great wit in that sentence ? I must fre 
that I do not. But party carries every thing no* 
and what a splutter have I heard about the wit 
saying, repeated with admiration about a hundr 
in half an hour. Pray read it over again this 
and consider it. I think the word is advised, 
desired. I should not have remembered it if I 
heard it so bftea. Why — ay — You must 
dreamed it just now, and waked with it in roj 
Are you bit, or are you not, sirrahs ? I met Mr 
4b the court of requests, and he asked me ho 1 
had learnt the trick of writing to myself ? 
seen your letter through the glass case, at th 
house, and would swear it was vky hand ; afed JVd 
who took and sent it me, was of the same mine 
member others have formerly said so too. I thit 
little MD's writing-master.* 'But come, whati 
do, writing to young women in a morning ? I ha 
fish to fry \ so good morrow, my ladies all, good 
Perhaps I wilr answer your letter to night, perha 
not ; that is as saucy little Presto takes the hun* 
night I walked in the park to-day in spite of the 1 
as I do always when it does not actually rain. 

* Stella's hand had a great deal of the air of the Decl 
spe writ m<?re legibly, and rather tatter D . S. 
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I kaow what it hag gone and done ? we had a thaw for 
thee days, then a monstrous dirt and snow, and now it 
freezes, like a patlid, upon our snow. I dined with 
Lady Betty Germain the first time since I came for 
England ; and there did I sit like a booby, till eight* 
looking over her and another lady at picquet, when I 
had other business, enough to do. It was the coldest 
day I felt this year. 

0. Morning. After I had been abed an hour last 
night, I was forced to rise and call to the landlady and 
maid to have the fire removed in a chimney below 
•tain, which made my bedchamber smoke though I 
bad no lire in it. I have been twice served so. I never 
lay so miserable an hour in my life. Is it not plaguy 
vexatious ? It has snowed all night, and rains this 
morning. Come, where is MD's letter ? Come Mrs* 
letter, make your appearance. Here am I, says she, ' 
answer me to my face— O, faith, I am sorry you had 
my twelfth so soon ; I doubt you will stay longer for 
the rest. I am so afraid you have got my fourteenth 
while I am writing this; and I would always have one 
letter from Presto reading, one travelling, and one writing. 
As for the box, I now believe it lost. It is directed for 
Mc. Curry at his house in Capel street, &c. I had a 
letter yesterday from Dr. Raymond in Chester, who says, 
be sent his man every where, and cannot find it ; and God 
knows whether Mr. Smyth will have better success* 
Sterne spoke to him, and I writ to him with the bottle of 
palsy water; that bottle I hope, will not miscarry : I long 
to bear you have it. O, faith you have too good an opi- 
nion jof Presto's care. I am negligent enough of every 
thing but MD, and I should not have trusted Sterne. 
But it shall not go so : I will have one more tug for it. 
As to what you say of goodman PcaaVy TOfSAraNtA^- 
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swer as I did before. Fy, child, you must not give j 
the way to believe any such thing : and afterwqp 
for curiosity, you may tell me how those things 
proved, and how you like them ; and whether t 
struct you in the present course of affairs, and * 
they are printed in your town, or only sent from 
Sir Andrew Fountaine is recovered ; so take y< 
row again, but do not keep it, fling it to the dogs, 
does little MD walk, indeed ? I am glad of it al 
Yes, we have done with the plague here \ it ws 
saucy in you to pretend to have it before your 
Your intelligence that the story is false about the 
forced to sell, is admirable. You may see tfa 
three every day. No more in the army thai 
Twelve shillings for mending the strong box ; thi 
putting a farthing's worth of iron on a hinge, ac 
ing it; give him six shillings, and I will pay 
never employ him or his again. No — indeed, I 
preaching as much as I can. I am upon anothe 
nobody doubts here whether I can preach, and 5 
fools. The account you give of that weekly 
agrees with us here. Mr. Prior was like to be ii 
in the street for being supposed the author of i 
one of the last papers cleared him. Nobody 
who it is, but the few in the secret. I suppose tl 
istry and the printer. Poor Stella's eyes, Go< 
them, and send them better. Pray spare thei 
write, not above two lines a day in broad day 
How does Stella look, Madam Dingley ? Pretty 
a handsome young woman still. Will she pas 
crowd ? Will she make a figure in a country cli 
Stay a little, fair ladies. I this minute sent Pati 
Sterne : he brings back word that your box is vei 

• The Examiner. B. fc. 
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with one Mr. Earl's sister in Chester, and that Colonel 
Edgworth's widow goes for Ireland on Monday next, 
and will receive the box at Chester.and deliver it you 
safe : so there is some hopes now. well, let us go on 
to your letter. The warrant is passed for the first- 
fruits. The queen does not send a letter; but a patent 
will be drawn here, and that will take up tune. 4 Mr. 
Barley of late has said nothing of presenting me to the 
queen : I was overseen wheu I mentioned it to you. 

I He has such a weight of affairs on him, that he cannot 
mind all ; but he talked of it three or four 'times to me, 

i long before I dropped it to you. "What, is not Mrs. 

| Walls 9 business over yet ? I had hopes she was up and 

■ well, and the child dead before this time. You did 
right, at last, to send me your accounts ; but I did not 
stay for them, I thank you. I hope you have your bill 
sent in my last, and there will be eight pounds interest 
soon due from Hawkshaw ; pray look at Ins bond. I 
hope you are good managers, and that when I say so, 
Stella will not think I intend she should grudge herself 
wine. But going to those expensive lodgings requires 
some fund. I wish you had staid till I came over, for 
some reasons. That French woman will be grumbling 
again in a Utile- time, and if you are invited any where 
to the country, it will vex you to pay in absence ; and 
the country may be necessary for poor Stella's health ; 
Jxit do as you like, and do not blame Presto. O, but 
you are telling your reasons. Well, I have read them ; 
do as you please. Yes, Raymond says he must stay, 

* The queen's patent for exonerating the clergy of Ireland frcm 
paying the twentieth parts, and a grant to them of the first-fruitf, 
payable oat of all ecclesiastical benefices, in trust to be for ever ap- 
[ plied toward purchasing glebes, and building residentiary houses for 
i poor endowed vicars, both bear date, Feb. 7, 1710 1 1. The first trus- 
I fees were primate Marsh, lord chancellor Puippa, w^V^^^^t* 
. and archbishop Veney, JS. 
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longer than he thought, because he cannot settle his af- 
fairs. M-- is in the country at some friend's, confe 

to town in springs and then goes to settle in Herefofcd- 
' shire. Her husband is a surly ill natured brute, and 
cares not she should see any body. O Lord, see how I 
blundered, and left two lines short ; it was that ugly 
score in the paper* that made me mistake. I believe 
you lie about the story of the fire, only to make it more 
odd. Bernage must go to Spain, and I will see to re- 
commend him to the duke of Argyle, his general, when 
I see the duke next : but the officers tell me it would 
be dishonourable in the last degree for him to sell now* 
and he would never be preferred in the army ; so that 
tinless he designs to leave it for good and all, he mutt 
go. Tell him so, and that I would write if I knew 
where to direct to him ; which I have said fourscore' 
times already. I had rather any thing almost than that 
you should strain yourselves, to send a letter when it is 
inconvenient ; we have settled that matter already* I 
will write when I can, and so shall MD ; and upon oc- 
casions extraordinary I will write, though it be a line ; 
and when we have not letters soon* we agree that all 
things are well ; and so that is settled for ever, and so 
hold your tongue. Well, you shall have your pins, but 
for the candle ends, I cannot promise, because I bura 
them to the stumps ; besides, I remember what Stella 
. told Dingley about them many years ago, and she rosy 
think the same thing of me. And Dingley shall have 
•tier hinged spectacles. Poor dear Stella, how durst you 
write .those, two lines by candle light? bang your bones ! 
Faith, this letter shall go to-morrow, I think, and that 
will be in ten days from the last, young women ; that is 
too soon of all conscience : but answering yours has 

* A crease in t\\c a\»et.. "D» $, 
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filled it up 80 quick, and I do not design to use you to 
three pages io folio, no, nooooh. All this is one mora- 
hsg's work in bed ; and so good morrow, little sirrahs, 
that is for the rhyme.* You want polities : faith, I 
Cannot think of any ; but may be at night I may tell 
you a passage. Come, sit off the bed, and let me rise, 
will you ? At night, t dined to-day witfi my neigh- 
bour Vanhomrigh ; it was such dismal weather I could 
not stir farther. I have had some threateuiogs Kith my 
head, but no fits. I still drink Dr. Radcliffe's bitter, 
and will continue it, 

10. I was this morning to see the secretary of stale, 
and have engaged him to give a memorial from me to 
the duke of Argyle in behalf of Bernage. The duke 
is a man that distinguishes people of merit, and I will 
speak to him myself ; but the secretary backing it will 
be very effectual, and I will take care to have it done 
to purpose. Pray«tell Bernage so, and that I think no- 
thing can be luckier for him, and that I would have 
him go by all means. I will order it that the duke 
shall send for him when they are in Spain ; or if he fails, 
that he shall receive him kindly when he goes to wait 
•o him. Can I do more ? Is not this a great deal ? I 
aow send away this letter that you may not stay. I 
dined with Ford upon his opera day, and am now come 
home, and am going to study ; do not you presume to 
guess, sirrahs, impudent saucy dear boxes. Toward 
the end of a letter I could not say saucy boxes without 
putting dear between. An't that right now ? Farewell. 
This should be longer, but that I send it to mght.\ 

* Id tbe original it was, good melloiu, UtiU sollahs. But in these 
words, and many others, he writes constantly U for rr. D. S. 

+ Those letters which are in italics in the original are of a mon- 
strous size, which occasioned his calling himself a loj&ertaadu \>«^< 
V6L. XXI. G 
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O silly, ailly loggerhead ! * 

I scut a letter tills post to oae Mr. Staunton, ami I di- 
rect it to Mr. Acton's in St MTchael's lane. He for- 
merly lodged there, but he has not told me where to di- 
rect. Pray send to that Acton, whether the letter is 
come there, and whether he has sent it to Staunton. - 
If fiernage designs to sell his commission and stay at 
home, pray let him tell me so, that my recommendattai 
to the duke of Argyle may not be in vain, 



LETTER XVI. 

London, Feb. 10, 171011. 

i have just despatched my fifteenth to the post ; I 
tell you how things will be, after I. have got a letter 
from MD. I am in furious haste to finish mine, (or fear 
of having two of MD's to answer in one of Presto's, 
which would be such a disgrace, never saw the like : 
but before you write to me I write at my leisure, like a 
gentleman, a little every day, just to let you know how 
matters go, and so, and so ; and I hope before this comes 
to you, you will have got your box and chocolate, and 
Presto will take more care another time. 

11. Morning. I must rise and go see my lord keep- 
er, which will cost me two shillings in coach4iire. Do 
not call them two thirteens ?'* At night. It haa rained 
all day, and there was no walking, I read prayers to 
Sir Andrew Fountaine in the afternoon, and I dined 
with three Irishmen at one Mr. Cope'sf lodgings ; the 
other two were one Morris an archdeacon, and Mr. Ford. 

* A shilling passes for thirteen pence in Ireland. D. S. 
* f Robert Cope, fcsq. a gentleman of learning, good fortune, and 
fia/iljrf and a correspondent of Dr. Sn\Ws. ^. ; 
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If hen I came home this evening, I expected that littld 
jackanapes Harrison would havfe come to get help abduft 
lib Tattler for Tuesday : I have fixed two evenings in 
the week which I allow him to come. The toad never 
came, and I expecting him, fell a reading, and left off 
other business. Come, what are you doing ? how do 
pou pass your time this ugly weather ? Gaming aud 
drinking, I suppose, 'fine diversions for young ladies, 
truly. I wish you had some of 'our Seville oranges, and 
we some of your wine. We have the finest oranges for 
two-pence a piece, and the basest wine for six shillings a 
bottle. They tell me wine grows cheap with you. I 
am resolved to have half a hogshead when I get to Ire- 
land, if it be good and cheap, as it used to be ; and I 
will treat MO at my table in an evening, oh hoa, and 
tough at great ministers of state. 

12. The day* are grown fine and long, * be 

thanked. O faith, you forget aU«tfr little sayiugs, and 
I am angry. I dined to-day with Mr. Secretary St. 
John : I went to the court of requests at noon, and sent 
Mr. Harley into the house to call the secretary, to let 
him kndw I would not dine with him if he dfaed late. 
By good luck the duke of Argyle was at the lobby of 
the house too, and I kept him in talk till the secretary 
came out, then told them I was glad to meet them to- 
gether, and that I had a request to the duke which the 
secretary must second, and his grace must grant. The 
duke said he was sure it was something insignificant, 
and wished It was ten times greater. At the secretary's 
house I writ a memorial, and gavie it to the secretary to 
give the duke, and shall see that he does it. It is, that 
his grace will please to take Mr. Beruage into his pro* 
tection ; and if he finds Bernage answers my character, 
to give him all encouragement. Colouel M*&l\*s& vA 
Colonel Hill (Mrs. Masham's brolY\ev} VO\ vte \ff^ xv\ 
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quest is reasonable, and they will second it heartily tft 
the duke too ; so I reckon Beruage is on a very good foot 
when he goes to Spain. Pray tell him this, though per- 
haps I will write to him before he goes ; yet where shaft 
I direct ? for I suppose he has left Conolly's. r 

13. I have left off Lady Kerry's bitter, and ga| 
another box of pills. I hare no fits of giddiness, bat 
only some little disorders toward it : and I walk ^ 
much as 1 can. Lady Kerry is just as I am, only a 
great deal worse : I dined to-day at Lord Shelburu'l 
where she is, and we con ailments, which makes us verj 
fond: of each other. I have taken Mr. Harlcy into b« 
vour again, and called to see him, but he was not wita- 
in ; I will use to visit him after dinner, for he dines tot 
late for my head : then I went to visit poor Congreve, 
who is just getting out of a severe fit of the gout, and I 
sat with him till near nine o'clock. He gave me ». 
Tattler he had writtca. out, as blind as he is, for little 
Harrison. It is about a scoundrel that was grown rich; 
and went and bought a coat of arms at the Herald 1 *, 
and a set of ancestors at Fleet-ditch ; it is well enough 
and shall be printed in two or three days, and if yoa 
read those kind of tilings, this will divert you. It it 
now between ten and eleven, aud I am going to bed. 

14. This was Mrs. Vanhomrigh'a daughter's birth* 
day, and Mr. Ford and I were invited to diuner to keep 
it, and we spent the evening there drinking punch- 
That was our way of beginning Lent ; and iu the morn* 
tug Lord Shelburn, Lady Kerry, Mrs. Pratt and I went 
to Hyde- Park, instead of going to church ; for till my 
head is a little settled, I think it better not go ; it 
would be so silly and troublesome to go out sick. Dr. 
Duke 4 died suddenly two or three nights ago ; he was 

*Dr. Richard Duke, of sorce celebrity in his day, both as a poet 
n4 a tfivhe, tras rector ofBlaVlnrui ljeisftAvt^Vte \ «iA \* YVNft 
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ne of the wits when we were children, but turned par- 
te, and left it, and never writ farther than a prologue 
>r recommendatory copy of verses. He had a fine 
bring given him by the bishop of Winchester about 
bree months ago ; he got his living suddenly, and be 
(tjt his dying so too. 

15. I walked purely to-day about the park, the rain 
teing just over, of which we have had a great deal, mix- 
Ed with little short frosts. I went to the court of re- 
tueats, thinking if Mr. Hartey dined early, to go with 
ate. But meeting Leigh and Sterne, they invited me 
lo-dine with them, and away we went. When we got 
bto bit room, one H— ~, a worthless Irish fellow, was 
lave ready to dine with us, so I stepped-out and whis* 
sered them, " that I would not dine with that fellow." 
rfcey made excuses and begged me to stay, but away I 
vent to Mr. Harley's, and he did not dine at home, and 
H last I dined at Sir John Germain's, and found Lady 
Batty but just recovered of a miscarriage. I am writing 
aa> inscription for Lord Berkeley's tomb :* you know 
the young rake hi* son, the new carl, is married to the 
iuke of Bichmooifs daughter, at the duke's country* 
house, and are now coming to town. She will be flux- 
ed in two mouths, and they will be parted in a year. 
Ton ladies are brave, bold* venturesome folks, and the 
chit is but seventeen, and is ill-natured, covetous, vi- 
dua, stud proud in extremes. And so get you gone to 
Sfcayte, to-morrow. 

"16. Faith this«letter goes on but slow, it is a week 
aid, and the first side not written. I went to-day into 

ma prew&ied, by Bishop Trelawny, to the rich rectory of Whitney, 
in Oxfordshire, which he enjoyed but a few months. Feb. 10, 1710-11, 
having returned from an entertainment, he was found dead next 
Horning. N. 
*$eek'm vol X 
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the city for a walk, but the person I designed to' Am* 
with was not at home ; so I came back, and called it 
Congreve's, and dined with him and Estcourt,* and 
laughed till six, then went to Mr. Harley's, who was 
not gone to dinner ; there I staid till nine, and we mad* 
up our quarrel, and he has invited me to- dinner. to-mo» 
bow, which is the day of the week (Saturday) that tod 
keeper and Secretary St. John dine with him privately* 
and at last they have consented to let me among then 
on that ,day. Atterbury and Prior went t* bury poor 
Dr. Duke. Congreve's nasty ^btte wine has given-me 
the heartburn. 

1 7. I took some good walks in- the park to-day, aod 
then w$nt to Mr. Harley. Lord Rivers was got there 
before me, and I chid him for presuming to come on a 
day when only lord keeper and the secretary and I 
were to be there ; but he regarded me not; so we all 
dined together, and sat down at four ; and the secreta- 
ry has invited me to dine with him to-morrow. I told 
ihem J had no hopes they could ever keep in* but that 
I saw they loved, one another, so well, as indeed they 
seem to. do. They call me nothing, but Jonathan.; and 
t said, I believed they would leave me* Jonathan a* 
they found me ; aod that I never knew a. ministry d& 
any thing for those whom they make companions of 
their pleasures : and I believe you will find it so ; but 
I care not. I am upon a project of getting five hun- 
dred pounds, without being obliged to anybody; but 
that is a secret, titl I sec my dearest MD ; and so hold 
your tongue, and do not talk, sirrabs, for I am now 
about it. 

< >8. lyiy head has no (its, but a little disordered be- 

> ■ 

* Mr. Ricjpwd Estcourt, a player and dramatic writer ; ceje- 
c/iHled in the Spectator, aod in fH* raiic«ffl&itttN» \tjjy1* of Dr. liing, 
■;ol III. pp. 85, 367. ]V. 
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fare dinner ; yet I walk stoutly, and take pills, and hope 
Id mend. Secretary St. Jobn would needs have me 
dine with him to-day, and there I found three persons I 
never saw, two I had no acquaintance with, and one I 
did not care for ; so I left them early and came home, 
k being no day to walk, but scurvy rain and wincL 
The secretary tells me he has put a cheat on me ; for 
Lord Peterborow sent him twelve dozen flasks of Biu> 
fuody, ob condition that I should have my share ; but 
be never was quiet till they were all gone, so I reckon 
be owes me thirty-six pounds. Lord Peterborow is now 
got to Vienna, and I must write to him to-morrow. I 
begin now to be toward looking for a letter from some 
certain ladies of Presto's acquaintance, that live at St. 
Mary's, and are called i» a certain lauguagc our little- 
MD. No, stay, 1 do. not expect one these six clays, 
that will be just three weeks ; an't I reasonable creature ? 
We are plagued here with an October club ;* that is, a 
set of above a hundred parliament-men of the country,. 
who drink October beer at home, and meet every event- 
ing at a tavern near the parliament, to consult affairs,, 
and drive things on- to extremes against the whigs, to 
call the old ministry to account, and get off five or six 
heads. The ministry seem not to regard them, yet one 
of them in confidence told me, that there must be some- 
thing thought on to settle things better. I will tell you- 
one great state secret; the queen, sensible how much 
she was governed by the late ministry, runs a little into 
the other extreme, and is jealous in that point, even of 
those who got her out of the others hands. The minis- 
try is for gentler measures, and the other tories for mora 
violent. Lord Rivers, talking to me the other day, 
cursed the paper called the Examiner,, for speaking cl- 

* See before, Jan. "7, YHBAL- 
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villy of the dake of Marlborough ; this I happened 
talk of to the secretary, who blamed the warmth of ti 
lord, and some others, and swore, that if their ad? 
were followed they would be blown up in twenty-f 
hours. And I have reason to think, that they wilt 
deavour to prevail on the queen to put her affairs m 
iuto the hands of a ministry than she docs at prese 
and there are, I believe, two men thought on, om 
them you have often met the name of in my lett 
But so much for politics. 

19. This proved a terrible rainy day, which prer< 
ed my walk into the city, and I was only able to run i 
dine with my neighbour Vanhomrigh, where Sir And 
Fountaine dined too, who has just began to sally out, : 
has shipped his mother and sister, who were his mil 
back to the country. This evening was fair, and I wi 
ed a little into the Park, till Prior made me go with ! 
to the Smyrna coffee-house, where I sat a while, and i 
four or five Irish persons^ who are very handsome | 
teel fellows, but I know not their names. I came ai 
at seven, and got home. Two days ago I writ to I 
nage, and told him what I had done, and directed 
letter to Mr. Curry's to be left with Dingley. Br 
diers Hill and Masham* brother and husband ta 1 
Masbam, the queen's favourite, Colonel Disney am 
have recommended Bernage to the duke of Argyle ; 
Secretary St. John has given the duke my memorial ; 
besides, Hill tells me, that Bernage's colonel, Field 
designs to make him his captain, lieutenant ; hut I 
lieve I said this to you before, and in this letter, bti 
will not look. 

20. Morning. It snows terribly again, and it is mi 
ken, for I now want a little good weather ; I bid ; 
good morrow, and if it clear up, get you gone to p 

Nn. Walk, who has totd *\m<i Wax* qI \\* >w\ \» ' 
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pretty well again; I am sorry it is a girl ; the poor arch- 
deuon too, see how simply he looked when they told 
Vm: what did it cost Stella to be gossip? I will rise, 
•a do you hear, let me see you at night, aod do not 
slay Me oat, and catch cold, sir rahs. — At night It 
ptw good weather, and I got a good walk, and dined 
with Ford upon his opera day : but now all his wine te 
{sue, I shall difle with him no more. I hope to send 
this letter before I hear from MB : methinks there is — 
something great in doing so, only I cannot express where 
it Sea: and faith this shall go by Saturday, as sure as 
you are a rogue. Mrs. Edgworth was to set out but 
lift Monday, so you will not have your box so soon per* 
haps as this letter; but Sterne told me since, that it is 
safe at Chester, and that she will take care of it. I would 
gfoe a guinea you had it. 

21. Morning. Faith, I hope it will be fair for me to 
waft into the city, for I take all occasions of walking. 
—I should be plaguy busy at Laracor if I were there 
now, tutting down willows, planting others, scouring my 
canal, and every kind of thing. If Raymond goes over 
this summer, you must submit, and make them a visit, 
that -we may have another eel and trout fishing ; and 
that Stella may ride by and see Presto in his morning- 
gown- in the garden, and so go up with Joe to the Hill 
of Bree, and round by Scurlock's Town ; O Lord, how 
I remember names; faith it gives me short sighs : there- 
fere no more of that if you love me. Good morrow, I 
Will go rise like a gentleman, my pill* say I must.— At 
night. Lady Kerry sent to desire me to engage some 
lords about an affair she has in their house here : I call- 
ed to see her, but found she had already engaged every 
lord I knew, and that there was no great difficulty in 
the matter, and it rained like a dog; «o I \aa\LWudVs 
for want of better exercise; and dined ^un^V^j ^\^ * 

Gr 2 
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hangdog in the city, aud. walked back in the evem^ 
The days are now long enough to walk in the, Park afr 
ter dinner ; and so I do whenever it is fair. This walk? 
iug is a strange remedy j Mr. Prior walks to make binn 
self fat, and, I to bring myself down ; he has generally, 
a cough, which lie only calls a cokU we often walk round 
the. Park, together* So I will go sleep* 

22. It snowed all this morning prodigiously, and was 
some inches thick in three or four hours. I dined with 
Mr. Lewis of the secretary's office at his lodgings : the 
chairmen that carried me squeezed a great fellow against 
the wall, who wisely turned his back, and broke one o£ 
the side glasses jn a thousand pieces. I fell a scolding*, 
preteuded I. was like to be cat to pieces, and made them, 
set down the chair in the Park, while they picked out 
the bits of glasses : and when I paid them, I quarrelled^ 
still, so they dared, not grumble, and J came off for my 
fare : but I was plaguy afraid they would, have said* 
* God bless your honour, will not you give us some- 
thing for our glass ?" Lewis and I . were forming a pro*, 
ject how I might get three or four hundred pounaV 
which I suppose may cone to nothing. . I hope Smyth- 
lias brought you your palsy, drops; how does Stella do? v 
I begin more and more to desire to know. The three 
weeks since I had your last is over within two days, 
and I will allow three for accidents. 

23. The snow is gone every bit, except the remainder 
of some great balls made by the boys. Mr. Sterne was 
with me this moraing about an affair he has before the, 
treasury. That drab Mis. Edg worth is not yet set out) 
but will infallibly next Monday, and this is the third h> 
fallible Monday, and pox take her! So you will have, 
tilts letter first; and this shall go to-morrow; and* if I 
have one from MD in that time, I will not answer it till 

Off next; only I will say* maAfcro,! vfc^\\^^<^\sx- 
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tii; and so, and w. t dined to day with my Mrs. Bai- 
ter, who grows very disagreeable. 

24. Morning. This letter certainly goes this evening,. 
sure as you are alive, youug women, and then you will 
ha ao ashamed that I have had none fronvyou ; and if I 
was to reckon like you, I would say, I were six 4et* 
ten before you, for this is No. 16, and I have bad your 
No. 1*0. 3ut I reckon you have received but fourteen* 
and have sent eleven. I think to go to day a minister^ 
of state hunting in the court of requests ; for I have 
something to say to Mr. Harley. Aud it is fine cold 
suoBhioy weather ; I wish dear MD would walk this 
morning in your Stephen's green : it is as good as our 
Park, but not so large.* Faith, this summer we will take 
a coach for sixpence} to the Green Well, the two walks; 
aod thence all the way to Stoy te's4 My hearty service 
to goody Stoyte and Catherine, and I hope Mrs. Walls* 
bad a good time. How inconstant I am ?~ I cannot im- 
agine L was ever in* love* with her. Well, I am goingf 
what have you to say ? I do not care how I write non.\. 
I do not design to write on this side, these few lines are 
but so much more than your due, so I will write large* 
or small as I please. O, faith, my hands are starving 
in bed ; I believe it is a hard frost. I must rise, and 
bid you good bye, for I will seal this letter immediately, 
and carry it in my pocket, and put it into the post office 
, with my owafair hands. Farewell. 

i 

* It wae a- measured mile round the outer wall; and for beyond 
any ibe finest square in London.' D. S. * 

f The common fare for a set-down in Dublin. D- 8. 
. £<Mrs. Stoyte lived at Donnybrook, the road to which from Ste- 
ven's green ran into the country about a mile from the south-eait. 
corner. D. S. 

§ Those words in italicks are written in a very large hand,- and lb * 
Vtht word in one of the nest lines. ■ D.-S. 

G 'A 
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letter is just a fortnight's journal today. Ye* 
and so it is, I am Bure, says you, with youi two eggs s 
penny. 
' There,, there, there* 

O Lord, I am saying there, there, to myself in alt ear 
little keys : aod now you talk of toys, that dog Patrick 
broke the key general of the chest of drawers with ms 
locks, and I have been so plagued to get a new one, at* 
my good two shillings. 



LETTER XVII. 

Undo*, F<L 24, 1710.11. 

Jtow, young women, I gave in my sixteenth tbB 
evening. I dined with Ford, it was his opera day » 
usual; it is very convenient to me to do so, for coming 
home early after a walk in the Ark, which now the day* 
wiH allow. I called en the seeretary at his office, and 
he had forgot to give the memorial about Bernage to the 
duke of Argyfo; but two days ago I met the duke, who 
desired I would give it him myself, which should have 
more power with him than all the ministry together, as 
he protested solemnly, repeated it two or three times, and 
bid me count upon it. So that I verily believe Ber- 
nage will be in a very goad way to establish himself. I 
think I can do no more for him at present, and there is- 
ait end of that ; and so get you gone to bed, for it te 
late. 

25. The three weeks are out yesterday since I had 
your last, a**- so bow I will be expecting every day a 



• In his cipher way of wr&iaf to Stella, he writes the wctd Tfitn, 
Lck. RS. 
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ptily dear letter from my own MD, and hope to hear 
thai Stella has* been much better in her head and eyes ; 
my bead contioaesas it was, no fits, but a Httle disorder 
every day, which I can easily bear, if it will oot grow 
von*. I diced to-day with Mr. Secretary St. John, on 
coaditioo I might choose my company, which were Lord 
Rivers, Lord Carteret, Sir Thomas Mansel, and Mr* 
Lewis; I forked Masbam* Hill, Sir John Stanley, and! 
George Granville, but they were engaged ; and I did it 
io revenge of his having such bad company when I dined 
with him before : so we laughed, &c. And I ventured 
to go to church to-day, which I have not done this 
north before. Can you send me such a good account of 
Stella's health, pray now ? Yes, I hope, and better toow 
We dined (says you) at the dean's, and played at cards 
till twelve, and there came in Mr. French, and Dr. Tra- 
rors, and Dr. Wittinghara, and Mr. (I forgot his name, 
that I always tell Mrs. Walls of) the banker's son, a pox 

00 him. And we were so merry ; I vow they are pure 1 
good company* But I lost a crown ; for you must know 

1 bad always hands tempting me to go out, but never 
took. in any thing, and often two black aces without si 
manUio ? was oot that hard, Presto? hold your tongue^ 

<fcc. 

26. 1 was this morning with Mr. Secretary about some 
business, and he tells me, that Colonel Fielding is now 
going to make Bernage his captain lieutenant, that is, a 
captain by commission, and the perquisites of the compa- 
ny, but not captain's pay, only the first step to it. I 
suppose he will like it, and the recommendation to the 
duke of Argyle goes on. And so trouble me no more 
about your Bernage ; the jackanapes understands what 
fair solicitors he has got, I warrant you. Sir Andrew 
Fountaioe and I dined by invitation witli Mrs. YaubftUr 
righ. You say they are of no cou&<\u&Ytt&*.t ^Vj -^k^ 
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keep as food female company ail do mile; IsegaJttb* 
drabs of quality at this end of the town with them * I 
aaw two Lady Bettys there thb afternoon ; the beauty of 
one, the good breeding and nature of the other, and the 
wk of neither,* would have made a fine woman. Bare 
walking in the Park, now : why do not you wplfcinrthfr 
Green of St Stephen ? the walks there are finer pawel* 
led- than the Mall. What beasts the Irish women are, 
never to walk ! 

27. Darteneuf, and I, and little Harrison, the new Tat- 
tler, and Jervis the painter, dined to-day with James, I 
know not his other name, but it is one of Daiteneuf* 
dining places, who is a true epicure. James is clerk of 
the kitchen to the queen* and has* a little snug house at 
St. James's, and we had the queen's wine, and such very 
fine victuals, that I could not eat it.f Three weeks and' 
three days since my last letter from MD, rare doings F 
why truly we were so busy with poor Mrs. Walls, that 
indeed, Presto, we could cot write, wc were afraid the 
poor woman would have died : and it pitied us to see 
the archdeacon, how concerned he was. The dean 
never came to see her but ouce ; but now she is up agauv 
and we go and sit with her in tjie evenings. The child* 
died the next day after it was born, and I believe, be- 
tween friends, she is not very sorry for it. Indeed, 
Presto, you are plaguy silly to-night, and have no* 
guessed one word right ; for site and the child are both, 
welly and it 19 a fine girl, likely to live ; and the dean* 
was godfather, and Mrs. Catharine and I* were godmo-* 

* i. e. without the wit of cither. D. 8 » 

f There seems .to be a false concord ia this. pas.>;i£p ; however as the 

word victuals is a peculiar sort of noun, which is never used in the sin-. 

golar number, but, like food, implies either one or more dishes, the 

phraee may bs excused, whether Swift bad any authority to back hjj> 

or not I). S, 



JOURNAL TO STELLA. 1*9 

lifer*? I was going to say Stoyte, but I think I have 
heard they do not put maids and married women toge- 
ther ; though I know not why I think so, nor I do not 
ssje; whit care I ? but I must prate, &c. 

28. I walked to-day into the city for my health, and 
there dined, which I always do when the weather is fair, 
sad business permits, that I may be under a necessity o£ 
taking a good walk, which is the best tiling I caa da at 
present for my health.. Some- bookseller has raked up 
every thing I writ, and*puMished it the other day in one 
volume $ but I know nothing of it, it was without my 
fcoowledgp or consent : H makes a four shilling book; 
sad is called " Miscellanies in Prose and Verse." 
Tooke pretends he knows nothing of it, but I doubt he 
it at the bottom. One must have patience with these 
(Mugs; the best of it is, I shall be plagued no. more. 
However, l will bring a couple of them over .with me for 
MD, perhaps, you may. desire to see them. I hear, they 
tell mightily. 

March 1. Morning. I have been calling to Patrick to 
look in his almanack for the day of the month ; I did 
not know but it might be leap year. The almanack 
says it is the third after leap year, and I always thought 
tHl now, that every third year was leap year. I am 
glad th^ come so seldom ; but I. am sure it was- other- 
wise wheji. L.rcas.a -young man; I see times are mightily 
changed since then. Write to me,, sirrahs, .be sure.de 
by the time this side is done, and I will keep the other 
side for the answer: so I will go write to the bishop of; 
Clogher; good morrow, sirrahs. — Night. I dined to*. 
iVay at Mrs. Vanbomrigb's, being a rainy day, and Lady 
Betty Butler knowing it, sent to let me know she ex-. 
pected my company in the evening, where the Van* 
yx we call them) were to be, The duchess aud the?* 
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do not go orer this summer with the duke : 00 1 
bed* 

2. ThSe rainy neather undoes me Id coachei 
chairs. I was traipsing to*day with your Mr. S 
to go along with then to Moor, aid recommend h 
sinesa to the treasury* Sterne telfe me his depen 
ia wholly on me; but I bavo absolutely refused 
commend it to Mr. Barley, because I troubled hta 
ly so much with other folk's affairs; and besides, 
the truth, Mr. Harley told me he did not like St 
business; however, I wiH serve him, because I so 

MD would have me. But in saying his deptnden 

it 

wholly on roe, he lies, fend is a fool. I dined witfc 
Abercom, whose son Peaseley will be married at ] 
to tea thousand pounds. 

3. I forgot to tell you that yesterday morning 
a* Mr. Barley's levee: he swore I came in spite, 
him among a parcel of fools. My business was 1 
sire I might let the duke of Ormond know how 1 
fair stood of the first fruits. He promised to It 
know it, and engaged me to dine with him i 
Every Saturday lord keeper, secretary St John, 
dine with him, and some times Lord Rivers, am 
let in none else. Patrick brought me some lettei 
the Park ; among which was one from Walls, ax 
other, yes, faith, the other was from our little MD, IN 
I read the rest in the Park, and MD's in a chai 
went from St. James's to Mr. Barley, and glad e 
I was faith to read it, and see all right : O, but 
not answer it these three or four days, at least, 01 
be sooner. Am not I silly ? faith your letter* 
make a dog silly, if I had a dog to be silly, but il 
be a little dog. I staid with Mr. Harley till past 
where we had much discourse together after thi 

were gone; and I gave torn ^ery \xv\y wj 
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where he desired it. lie complained he was Dot 
▼ay irell, and hai engaged me to dine with him again 

00 Monday. So I came home afoot, like a fine gentle- 
man, to tell you all this. 

4. I dined to-day with Mr. Secretary St. John ; and 
after dinner he had a note from Mr. Harley, that he was 
BMtch out of order ; pray God preserve his health, every 
thing depends upon it The parliament at present can* 
at* go a step without him, nor the queen neithrr. I 
bng to be in Ireland ; but the ministry beg me to stay t 
however, when this parliament hurry is over, I will en- 
deavour to steal away ; by which time I hope the first 
fait business will be done. This kingdom is certainly 
rained, as much as was ever any bankrupt merchant. 
! We must have peace, let it be a bad or a good one, 
r though nobody dares talk of it. The nearer I look upon 
\ tiring* the worse I like them. I believe the confederacy 
wBI soon break to pieces; and our factions at home ip 
crease. The ministry is upon a very narrow bottom, 
sad stand like an isthmus between the whigs on one side, 
sod violent tories* on the other. They are able sea- 
mtn r but the tempest is too great, the ship too rottea, 
sad^fae crew all against there. Lord Somen had been 
twice in the queen's closet, once very lately ; and your 
duchess of Somerset, who now has the key, is a most in* 
sinuatiog woman, and I believe they will endeavour to 
play the same game that has been played against them* 

1 have told them of all this, which they know already, 
but they cannot help it. They have cautioned the 
queen so much against being governed, that she observe! 
it too much. I could talk till .to-morrow upon these 
things, but they make me melancholy , I could pot but 
observe that lately after much conversation with Mr. 

* The October Club. B. fc. 
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Hariey, though he Is the most fearless man alive, in 
the least apt to despond, he confessed to me, that utte 
iog his mind to me gave him ease. 

5. Mr. Harley continues out of order, yet his afisi 
force him abroad ; he is subject to a sore throat, so 
was cupped last night ; I sent and called two or dm 
times. J hear he is better this evening. I dined- 1 
day in the city with Dr. Freind at a third body's ham 
where I tras to pass for some body else, and there wsi 
plaguy silly jest carried on, that made me sick of it. Qi 
weather grows fine, and I will walk like camomile. Ai 
pray walk you to your dean's, or your Stoy te's, or y* 
Manlcy 's, or your Walls 9 . But your new lodgings msi 
you so proud, you will waJk less than ever. Come, i 
me go to bed, sirrahs. 

6. Mr. Harley'ti going out yesterday has put Ufl 
Utile backward. I called twice, and sent, for I an- 
pain for him. Ford caught me, and made me dine wi 
him on his opera day ; so I brought Mr. Lewis wi 
me, and sat with him till six. I have not seen Mr. J 
dison these three weeks; all our friendship is over.' 
go to no coffee-house. I presented a parson, of I 
tyshop of Clogher's, one Richardson,.* to the duke 
Qrmond to-day : he is translating prayers and sen» 
into Irish, and has a project about instructing the Ir 
in the protestant religion. 

7. Morning. Faith, a little would make me, lea 
find in my heart, if it were not for one thing, I haw 
good mind, if. I had not something else to do, I woi 
answer your dear saucy letter. O Lord, I am goj 
awry with writing in bed. O faith, but I must ansi 
it* or I shall not have room, for it must go on Saturdi 

n^Jcurualof April 1,1711. N> 
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aad do not think I -will fill the third side, I am not com* 
to that yet, young women. Well then as for your Ber> 
nage, I have said enough : I writ to him last week. 
Tun over that leaf. Now, what says MD to the world 
to come? I tell you, madam Stella, my head is a great 
deal better, and I hope will keep so. How came yours 
to be fifteen days coming, and you. had my fifteenth in 
seven ? answer me that, rogues. Tour being w.ith.goody 
Walk is excuse enough : I find I was mistaken in the 
sex, it is a boy. Yes, I understand your cypher, and 
Stella guesaes right, as she always does. He* gave me 
•J bsadnrnklboinlpl dfaonr vfainfbioy dpionufoadj which 
I sent him agaiaby Mr. Lewis, to. whom I writ a very 
complaining letter that was showed him; and so* the 
matter ended. Ho told me be had a quarrel with me ; 
I said I had another with him ; and we- returned. to«our 
friendship, and I should think he loves me as well as a 
great minister can love a man in so short a time. Did 
act 1 do right ? I am glad at heart you have got your 
paky water; pray God Almighty it may do my dear* 
est Stella good. I suppose Mrs. Edgwortfi set out last 
Monday sennight. Yes, I do read the Examiners, and 
they are written very finely as you judge.]: I do not 
think they are too severe on the duke; they only tax 
aim with avarice, and his avarice has ruined us. You 
may count upon all things in them to be true. The 
author has said, it is not Prior ; but perhapa it may be 
Atterbury. — Now, madam Dingley, says she, it is fine 
veatbec, says she : yes, says she, and we have got to our 
lew lodgings. I compute you ought to save eight 

•j 

•MrHarley. N. 

f A bank bill for fifty pounds. See before, Journal of Feb. 6 and 7, 
1710-11. N. 

i Even to bis. belovedL Stella be bad pot acknowledged htaaftK.^ 
ibis time, to be the author of the Examiner, D. $., 
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pounds by being in the others fire months; ud jm 
have no more done it than eight thousand. I sin gtod 
you are rid of that squinting blinking Frenchman. 1 
will give you a bill on Parvisol for five pound for the 
half year. And must I go on at four shillings a week, 
and neklier eat nor drink for it ? Who the d— at*) 
Atterbury and your dean were alike ? I never saw 
your chancellor, nor his chaplain."* The latter has a 
good deal of learning, and is a well wisher to be an sa» 
thor : your chancellor is an excellent man. As for P* 
trick's bird, he bought him for bis tameness, and k grows 
the wildest I ever saw. . His wings have been quilled 
thrice, and are now up again : he will be able to fly at 
ter us to Ireland if he be willing. Yes, Mrs. Stella, 
Dingley writes more like Presto than you ; for all yoa 
superscribed the letter, as who should say, why should 
not I write like our Presto as well as Dingley ? You 
wKh your awkward SS ; cannot you write them that* 
SS? No, but always SSS.f Spiteful shits, to affreat 
Presto's writing ; as that when you shut your eyes jew 
write mo6t like Presto. I know the time when I did not 
write to you half so plain as I do now ; but I take pity 
on you both. I am very much concerned for Mrs. 
Walls' eyes. Walls says nothing of it to me in bis let- 
ter dated after yoois. You say, if she recovers she 
may lose her sight. I hope she is in no danger of hex 
life. Yes, Ford as as sober, as I please : I use him to 
walk with me as an easy companion, always ready for 
what I please, when I am weary of business and minis- 
ters. I do not go to a coffee-bouse twice a month. I 
am very regular in going to sleep before eleven. — And 

* Mr. Trapp. N. 

f Print cannot do justice to whims of this kind, as they depe*d 
whofty open the awkward (base of the letters. I>. 3. 
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m yon amy thst Stella's a pretty girl ; and so she be, and 
Bethinks I see her now as handsome as the day k long. 
Do you know what ? when I am writing in our lan- 
guage* I make up my mouth just as if I was speaking 
it I caught myself at it just now. And I suppose 
Dingley is so fair and so fresh as a lass in May, and has 
her health, and no spleen* In your account you sent^ 
so you reckon as usual from the 1st of November was 
twelvemonth ? Poor Stella, will not Dingley leave her 
a little daylight to write to Presto ? Well, well, we will 
bare daylight shortly, spight of her teeth; and xoo\ 
■ust ely Lele, and Hele, and Hele aden. Must loo mimi- 
ttie Pdfr, pay ? Iss> and so la shall. And so teles fol 
etrettle. " Dood moUow. — At night. Mrs. Barton sent 
the morning to invite me to dinner; and there I dined, 
jnst in that genteel manner that MD used when they 
would treat some better sort of body than usual. 

8. O dear MD, my heart is almost broken. You 
will hear the thing before this comes to you. T writ a 
fall account of it this night to the archbishop of DubHn,| 
and the dean may tell you the particulars from the arch- 
bishop. I was in a sorry way to write, but thought it 
might be proper to send a true account of the fact ; for 
you will hear a thousand lying circumstances. It is of 
Mr. Harley's being stabbed this afternoon at three 
o'clock at a committee of the council. I was playing 
Lady Catharine Morris's cards, where I dined, when 

* This refers to that strange spelling, &e. which abounds in these 
journals; but which could be uo entertainment to the reader. D, S. 

f Tins is one specimen of his way of writing to Stella in these 
journal*, 'the meaning of this pretty language is ; ** And you most 
cry There, and Here, end Here again. Must you imitate Presto, 
pray ? Yes, and so you shall.- And so there's for your letter. 
Good morrow." D. S. 

t See this letter, dated iMarch 8, 1710-11. invcfc. *V. ^. 
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young Arundel came in with the story. I ran away id* 
mediately to the secretary, which was in my way : no 
one was at home. I met Mr*. St. John in her chair ; 
she had heard h imperfectly. I took a chair to Mr. 
Harley, who was asleep, and they hope in no danger ; 
but lie has been out of order, and was so when he caM 
abroad to-day, and it may put bim in a fever : I am U 
mortal pain for him. That desperate French vilfeht 
Marquis de Ouiscard, stabbed Mr. Harley. Guiscard 
was taken up by Mr. Secretary St. John's warrant for 
high treason, and brought before the lords to be examin- 
ed ; there he stabbed Mr. Harley. I have told all the 
particulars already to the archbishop. I have now it 
nine sent again, and they tell me he is in a fair way. 
Pray, pardon my distraction ? I now think of all bh 
kindness to me. The poor creature now lies stabbed in 
his bed by a desperate French popish villain. Good 
night, and God preserve you both, arid pity me ; I 
want it. 

& Morning; seven, in bed. Patrick is just come 
from Mr. Harley's. He slept well till four $ the surgeon 
sat up with him : he is asleep again : he felt a pain is 
his wound when he waked : they apprehend him in no 
danger. This account the surgeon left with the ported 
to tell people that send. Pray God preserve him. ^ 
am rising and going to Mr. Secretary St. John. Tbej 
say Guiscard will die with the wounds Mr. St. Joh* 
and the rest gave him. I shall tell you more at night 
Night. Mr. Harley still continues on the mending 
hand ; but he rested ill last uight, and felt pain. I wat 
early with the secretary this morning, and I dined with*' 
him, and he told me several particularities of this accfc 
dent, too long to relate now. Mr. Harley is still mend* 
ing this evening, but not at all out of danger $ and tiH 
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an have no peace. Good night, &c. and pity 

for. Harley was restless last night ; but he has 
, and the hopes of mending increases. I had a 
>m Mr. Walls, and one from Mr. Bernage. I 
rer them here, not having time to write. Mr. 
rites about three things : First, about a hundred 
rom Dr. Raymond, of which I hear nothing, 
now too late. Secondly, about Mr. Clements : 

nothing in it, because I am not to mention Mr. 
nd I cannot recommend without knowing Mr. 
bjections, whose relation Clements is, and who 
trim into the place. The third is about my he- 
ather to the child : that is in my power, and 
lere is no remedy) will submit. I wish you 
nder it ; but if it cannot be helped, pay what 
k proper, and get the provost to stand for me, 
[lis christian name be Harley, iu honour to my 
ow lying stabbed and doubtful of his life. As 
lage, he writes me word, that his colonel has of- 

make him captain lieutenant for a huudred 

He was 6uch a fool to offer him mouey w idl- 
ing to me till it was done, though I have had a 
Iters from him ; and then he desires I would say 
of this, for fear his colonel should be angry, 
ire mad. What can I do ? I engaged Colonel 
who was one of his solicitors to the secretary, 
n told him the story. He assured mc, that 
; (Bernage's colonel) said he might have got that 
it on account of those great recommendations he 
nld give it him for nothing : and I would have 
x write him a letter of thanks, as of a thing given 

nothing, upon recommendations, &c Disney 
\ he will again speak to Fielding, and ctevt \u$ 
ter; and then I will write to Beruftgp. &. v$*- 
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on him for promising money till I had it promised i 
me, and then making it such a ticklish point that ot 
cannot expostulate with the colonel upon it : but let hi 
do as I say, and there is an end. I engaged the sea 
tary of state in it ; and am sure it was meant a Ub 
ness to me, and that no money should be given, and 
hundred pounds is too much in a Smithfield bargain, t 
a major general told roe, whose opinion 1 asked. I a 
now hurried, and can say no more* Farewell, Ac. A 

How shall I superscribe to your new lodgings, prt 
madams ? Tell me but that impudence and saucy face 

An't you sauceboxes to write kU [i e. there] li 
Presto. 

O poor Presto ! 

jMr. Harley is better to night, that makes me so pa 
you saucy Gog and Magog. 
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London, March 10, 1710-11* 

Pretty little MB must expect little from me till J 
Harley is out of danger. We hope he is so now : 1 
I am subject to fear for my friends. He has a head I 
of the whole business of the nation, was out of on 
when the villain stabbed him, and had a cruel contm 
by the second blow. But all goes well on yet I 
Ford and I dined with Mr. Lewis, and we hope the b 

11. This morning Mr. Secretary and I met at coi 
where we went to the queen, who is out of order I 
agufch : I doubt the worst for this accident to Mr. H 
ley. We went together to his house, and his wound lo 
well, and he is not feverish at all, and I think it is A 
kb in me to be so much kt^&Va «&\ weu \W\k\ 
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knife io my band, which is broken within a quarter of 
an Incli of the handle. I have a mind to write and pub- 
lish an account of all the particularities* of this fact : 
k will be very curious, and I would do it when Mr. 
Harley it past danger. 

12. We have been in terrible pain to day about Mi*. 
Harley, who never slept last night, and has been very 
feverish. But this evening I called there, and young 
Mr. Harley (his only son) tells me he is now much bet- 
ter, aud was then asleep. They let no body sec him, 
and that is perfectly right- The parliament cannot go 
w till he is well, and are forced to adjourn their money 
businesses, which none but he cau help them in. Pray 
God preserve him. 

13. Mr. Harley is better to day, slept well all night, 
and we are a little out of our fears. I send and call 
three or four times every day. I went into the city for 
a walk, and dined there with a private man ; and com- 
iog home this evening broke my shin in the Strand over 
a tub of sand left just in the way. I got home dirty 
enough, and went straight to bed, where I have been 
cooking it with goldbeaters' skin, and have been peevish 
eoGUgh with Patrick, who was near an hour bringing 
* rag from next door. It is my right shin, where never 
an? humour fell when the other used to swell : so I ap- 
prehend it less : however, I shall not stir till it is well, 
which I reckon will be in a week. I am very careful 
io these sort of things : but I wish I had Mrs. Johnson's 
water : she is out of town, and I must make a shift with 
alum. I will dine with Mrs. Yanhomrigh till I am well, 
who lives but five doors off; and that I may venture. 

14. My journals are like to be very diverting, now I 
caunot stir abroad, between accounts of Mr. Harley'a 

* TMs Swift performed. See the " Narrative of Gutaax&t^cfc. 

winaUDO," in. vol. IV. 
VOL. xxik H 
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mending, and of my broken thin. I just walked to my 
neighbour Vanhomrigh at two, and came away at six, 
when little Harrison the Tattler came to me, and beg- 
ged me to dictate a paper to him, which I was (breed ki 
charity to do. Mr. Harley still mends; and I hope in 
a day or two to trouble you no more with him, nor with 
my shin. Go to bed and sleep, sirrahs, that you mty 
rise to morrow and walk to Donny brook, and lose your 
money with Stoy te and the dean ; do so dear little rogues, 
and drink Presto's health. O, pray, do not you drink 
Presto's health sometimes with your deans, and your 
Stoytes, and your Walls, and your Manleys, and your 
every bodies, pray now ? I drink MD's to myself a 
hundred thousand times. 

15. I was this morning at Mr. Secretary St. John's 
for all my shin, and he has giv^n me for young Harri- 
son, the Tattler, the prettiest employment in Europe; 
secretary to Lord Raby, who is to be ambassador extra- 
ordinary at the Hague, where all the great affairs will 
be concerted; so we shall lose the Tattlers in a fort- 
night. I will send Harrison to-morrow morning to thank 
the secretary. Poor Biddy Floyd has got the smallpox. 
I called this morning to see Lady Betty Germain ; and' 
when she told me so, I fairly took my leave. I have 
the luck of it ;* for about ten days ago I was to see 
Lord Carteret; and my lady was entertaining me with 
telling of a young lady, a cousin, who was then ill in 
the house of the smallpox, and is since dead : it was 
near Lady Betty's, and I fancy Bibby took the fright 
hy it. I dined with Mr. Secretary, and a physician 
came in just from Guiscard, who tells us he is dying 
of Ins wounds, and can hardly live till to morrow. A 
poor wench that Guiscard kept, sent him a bottle of sack; 
but the keeper would not let him touch it, for fear it was 

• * Dr- Swift nf.:or\\;v\ Yhc. %<:k»^wl. Tk^. 
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poison. He had two quarts of old clotted Mood come 
out of his side to day, and is delirious. I am sorry he 
is dying ; for they hare found out a way to hang him. 
He certainly had an intention to murder the queen. 

16. 1 have made but little progress in this letter for 
so many days, thanks to Guiscard and Mr. Harley ; and 
it would be endless to tell you all the particulars of that 
odious fact. I do not yet hear that Guiscard is dead, 
tat they say it is impossible he should recover. I walk- 
id too much yesterday for a man with a broken shin ; 
to day I rested, and went no farther than Mrs. Vanhom- 
righ's, where I dined ; and Lady Betty Butler coming 
in about six, I was forced in good manners to sit with 
her till nine; then I came home, and Mr. Ford came 
in to visit my shin, and sat with me till eleven : so I 
have been very idle and naughty. It vexes me to the 
pluck that I should lose walking this delicious day. 
Have you seen the Spectator yet, a paper that comes out 
every day ? It is written by Mr. Steele, who seems to 
have gathered new life, and have a new fund of wit; 
it is in the same nature as his Tattlers, and they have 
all of them had something pretty. I believe Addison 
and he club. I never see them ; and I plainly told Mr. 
Harley and Mr. St. John, ten days ago, before my lord 
keeper and Lord Rivers, I had been foolish enough to 
spend my credit with them in favour of Addison and 
Steele; but that I would engage and promise never to 
say one word in their behalf, having been used so ill for 
what I had already done.— So, now I have got into the 
way of prating again, there will be no quiet for me. 
When Presto begins to prate, Give him a rap upon the 
pate. — O Lord, how I blot ; it is time to leave off, &c. 

17. Guiscard died this morning at two, and the coro- 
ner's inquest have found that he was killed by htt&ft& 
received from a messenger, so, to cleat Ave cafcrcafcX wax*- 
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sellors from whom he received his wounds. I had a letr 
tcr from Raymond, who cannot hear of your box; but I 
hope you have it before this comes to your bands. 1 
dined to day with Mr. Lewis of the secretary's office* 
Mr. Hariey has abundance of extravasated blood comes 
from his breast out of his wound, and will not be well » 
soon as we expected. I had something to say, but can- 
iu>t call it to mind (what was it ?) 

18. I was to day at court to look for the duke of Ar 
gyle, and give him the memorial about Bernage. (The 
duke goes with the first fair wind : I could not find hiro, 
but I have given the memorial to another to give him; 
and, however, it shall be sent after him. Bernage has 
made a blunder in ottering money to his colonel without 
my advice ; however, lie is made captain lieutenant, only 
he must recruit the company, which will cost him forty 
pounds, and that is cheaper than a hundred. I dined to- 
day with Mr. Secretary St. John, and staid till seven, 
but would not drink his champaign and burgundy, for 
fear of the gout. My shin mends, but is not well. I 
hope it will by the time I send this letter, next Satur- 
day. 

19. I went to-day into the city, but in a coach; toss- 
ed up my leg on the seat ; and as I came home I went 
to see poor Charles Bernard's* books, which are to be 
sold by auction, and I itch to lay out nine or ten pounds 
for some fiue editions of fine authors.! But it is too far, 
and I shall let it slip, as I usually do all such opportuoi- 

* Sergeant mrgeoo to Queen Anne. His library, containing a cu- 
rious collection of the best authors in physic, history, philology, an- 
tiquities, &c. with several MSS. ancient and modern, were sold bf 
auction, on the 22d of March, at the Black- Boy coffee-house, io Ave 
Maria Lane. N. 

f Many of the booVs produced an extremely high price. The 
" Praccio del la Bestia Trienfante" of Jordaoo Bruno, io particular, 
'tra5 seld for near 30L If, 
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ties. I dined in a coffee-house, with Stratford, upon 
chops, and some of his vine. Where did MD dine ? 
Why, poor MD dined at home to-day, because of the 
archbishop, and they could not go abroad, and had a 
breast of mutton and a pint of wine. I hope Mrs. 
Walls mends ; and pray give me an account what sort of 
godfather I made, and whether I behaved myself hand- 
somely. The duke of Argyle is gone ; and whether he 
has my memorial, I know not, till I see Dr. Arbutbnot, # 
to whom I gave it. That hard name belongs to a Scotch 
doctor, an 'acquaintance of the duke's and me ; Stella 
cannot pronounce it. O, that we were at Laracor this 
fine day I the willows begin to peep, and the quicks 
to bud. My dream is out : I was dreaming last night 
that I eat ripe cherries. And now they begin to catch 
the pikes, and will shortly the trout*, (pox on these minis- 
ters; and I would fain know whether the floods were 
ever so high as to get over the holly bank or the rivec 
walk ; if se, then all my pikes are gone ; but I hope noj. 
Why do not you ask Parvisol these things, srrrahs? 
And then my canal, and trouts, and whether the bottom 
be fine and clear ? But harkee, ought not Parvisol to 
pay in my last year's rents and arrears out of his hands ? 
I am thinking, if either of you have heads to take his ac- 
counts, it should be paid in to you ; otherwise to Mr. 
Walls. I will write an order on the other side, * and do 
is you will. Here is a world of business ; but I must 
go sleep, I am drowsy ; and so good night, &c. 

2<K This sore shin ruins me in coach-hire; no less 
man two shillings to-day going and coming from the city, 
where I dined with one you never heard of, and passed 

* It is reasonable to suppose that Swift's acquaintance with Arbuth- 
not commenced just about this time ; for, in the original letter, Swift 
mis-spells, his name, and writes Arthburtltnet in a clear hu\e to&A.^ 
that MD wight not mistake any of the letters. D. ^. 
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an ins^ul day* I writ this poet to Bernage, with the 
account I told you above. 1 hope he will like it ; H it 
his own fault, or it would have been better. I reeken 
your next letter will be full of Mr. Harley's stabbing, 
He still meads, but abundance of extravasated blood 
has come out of the wound : he keeps his bed, and sees no- 
body. The speaker's eldest son* k just dead of the 
small-pox, and the house is adjourned a week, to give 
him time to wipe off bis tears. I think it very hand- 
somely done ; but I believe one reason is, that they want 
Mr. Harley so much/ Biddy Floyd is like- to do well; 
and so go to your dean's, and roast hb oranges, and hst 
your money, do so, you saucy sluts. Stella, you lost 
three shillings and four pence the other night at Stoy te's, 
yes, you did, and Presto stood in a corner, and saw you 
all the while, and then stole away. I dream very oftea 
I am in Ireland, and that I have left my clothes and 
things behind me, and have not taken leave of any body; 
and that the ministry expect me to-morrow, and such 
nonsense. 

21. I would not for a guinea have a letter .from you 
till this goes ; and go it shall on Saturday, faith. I dined 
with Mrs. Yanhomrigh, to save my shin, and then went 
on some business to the secretary, and he was not si 
home. 

22, Yesterday was a short day's journal : but what 
care I? what cares saucy Presto? Darteneuff invited 
me to dinner to-day. Do not you know Parteneuf? 
That is the man that knows every thing, and that every 
body knows; and that knows where a knot of rabble are 
going on a holiday, and when they were there last : and 

• Clobery Bromley, Esq. ton of the Hon. William Bromley, by a 
former wife (heiress of Clobery) and M. P. for Coventry . N. 

f A great punster; see Journal, Oct. 1, 1710. He waj paymaster 
of the beurd of works, and 4te* Oct lfcVm K. 
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dm I went to the coffee-hfease. My shin memfe, but i» 
not quite healed : I ought to keep it up but I do not ; I 
e'eu let it go is it comes. Pox take Parvisol and his 
watch. If I do not receive the ten pound bill I am to get 
toward it, I will neither receive watch nor chain ; so let 
Parvisol know. 

23. I this day appointed the duke of Ormond to meet 
him at Ned Southwell's, about an affair of printing Irish 
prayer books, &c. but the duke never came. There 
Southwell had letters that two packets are taken ; so if 
HD writ then, the letters are gone; for they were 
packets coming here. Mr. Hailey is not jet well, but 
bis extravasated blood continues, and 1 doubt he wilt 
not be quite well in a good while : I find you have heard 
of the' fact, by Southwell's letters from Ireland; What 
do you think of it ? I dined with Sir John Perceval, * 
sod saw his lady sitting in the bed, in the forms of a 
lying in woman ; and coming home my sore shin itched, 
and I forgot what it was, and rubbed off the scab, and 
Mood came; but I am now got into bed, and have put 
ta alum curd, and it is almost well. Lord Rivers told 
lie yesterday a piece of bad news, as a secret, that the 
pretender is going to be married to the duke of Savoy's 
daughter. It is very bad, if it be true. We were 
walking in the Mall with some Scotch lords, and he 
eould not tell it until they were gone, and he bade me 
tell it to none but the secretary of state and MD. This 
goes to-morrow, and I have no room but to bid my dear* 
est little MD good night. 

24. I will now seal up this letter, and send it ; for I 

* Created Baron Perceval, April 21, 1715, Viscount Perceval, Feb. 
25, 1722, and earl of Egmont, Nov. 6, 1733, all Irish titles. John, 
his only son, who was born Feb. 24, 1710-11, and succeeded him in 
honours and estate, was created an English peer^ by thfct&3&&<& 
BarpnLoveil and Holland, in 1762. N* 
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reckon to have none from you (K Is morniog now}fi^ 
tweeu this and night ; and I will pot it in the post with 
toy own hands. I am going out in great haste ; so fare) 
well, Ac 



LETTER XIX. 

r 

' London, March 24, 1710-11. 

It was a little cross in Presto not to send to-day to 
ihe coffee-house to see whether there was a letter froaf 
MD before I sent away mine ; but faith I did it on pur- 
pose, because I would scorn to answer two letten of 
yours successively. This way of journal is the wont 
in the world for writing, of news, unless one does it the 
kst day; and so I will observe henceforward, if there 
lje any politics or stuff worth sending. My shin mends 
in spite of- the scratching last night. I dined to-day 
at Ned Southwell's with the bishop, of Ossory and a 
parcel of Irish gentlemen. Have you yet seen any ol 
the Spectators ?* Jost three weeks today since I had 
your last, No. 11. I am a/raid I have lost one by Uk 
packet that was. taken; that will vex me, cousiderinj 
the pains MO take to write, especially poor Stella, and 
her weak eyes, God bless them and the owner, and send 
them well, and little me together, I hope ere long. Thfe 
illness of Mr. Harley puts every thing backward, and 
he is still down, and like to be so, by that extravasated 
blood which comes from his breast toabe wound : it wai 
by the second blow Guiscard gave him after the pen* 
knife was broken. I am shocked at that villany when- 
ever I thiuk of it. Biddy Floyd is past danger, but 

* The first Spectator was ^\)\&rt^ MwV \* \1\MV N» 
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wffllose all her beauty : she had them mighty thick, es- 
pecially about her nose. 

- 25. Morning. I wish you a merry new year: this is 
the first day ef ' the year, you know, with us, and 'tis 
Lady-day. I must rise and go to my lord keeper : it is 
not shaving day to day, so I shall be early. I am to 
dine wnh Secretary St. John. Good morrow, my mis- 
tresses both, good morrow. Stella wrll be peeping out 
of her room at Mrs* dfe Caudres' down upon the folks 
as they come from church ; # and there comes Mrs. Pro- 
by, and that's my Lady Southwell, and there's Lady 
Betty Rochfort. I long to bear how you are settled in 
your new lodgings. I wish I were rid of my old ones, 
and that Mrs. Brent could contrive to put up my books, 
ra boxes, and lodge them in some safe place, and you 
keep my papers- of importance. But I must rise, I tell 
you. At night So I visited and dined as I told you, 
and what of that ? We have let Guiscard be buried at 
last, after showing him pickled in a trough this fortnighl 
for twopence a piece ; and the fellow that showed would 
point to his body, and, " See, gentlemen, this is the 
wound, that was given him by his grace the duke of 
Qrmond ;" and, " this is the wound," &c. and then the 
•how was over, and another set of rabble came in. 'Tis 
bird that our laws would not suffer us to hang- his body 
hi chains, because he was not tried ; and in the eye of' 
our law every man is innocent till then. Mr. Harley i* 
still very weak, and never out of bed. 

26. This was a most delicious day ; and my shin be- 
ing past danger, I walked like lightning above two hours 
in the park. We* have generally one fair day, and then 
a great deal of rain for three or four days together*- All 
things are at a stop in parliament for want of Mr.' Har- 

* MD»a fodgiogi were exactly opposite to St. Mary 1 * O&aiOfc. \} . V 

H 2 
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ley ; they cannot ftir an inch without him in their not, 
material affairs : and we fear by the caprice of Rat 
ciiffe, who will admit none but hk own surgeon, he Ins 
not been well looked after. I dined at an alehouse 
with Mr. Lewis, but had his wine. Don't you begin to 
tee the flowers and blossoms of the field ? How \mtf 
should I now be at Laracor ! No news of your boi ? 
I hope you have it, and are this minute drinking the 
chocolate, and that the smell of the Brazil tobacco bat 
not affected it. I would be glad to know whether you 
like h, because I would send you more by people tint 
ate now every day thinking of going to Ireland ; thae- 
fore pray tell me, and tell me soon : and I will have the 
strong box. 

27. A rainy wretched scurvy day from morning till 
right: and my neighbour Vaohomrigfr invited me to 
dine with them : and this evening I passed at Mr. P» 
or's* with Dr. Freind ; and it is now past twelve, so 1 
must go sleep. 

28. Morning. . O faith, you're an impudent sauc] 
couple of slattekins for presuming to write so soon 
Said I to myself this morning, " Who knows but thai 
may be a letter from MD at the coffee-house ?" Well 
you must know, and so. I just now seut Patrick, and h 
brought me three letters, but not one from MD, no in 
deed, for I read all the superscriptions : and not on 
foom MIX One I opened, it was from the archbishop 
t'other I opened, ii was from Staunton ; the third I tool 
and looked at the hand. "• Whose hand is this ?" say 
I. Yes, soya J, " whose hand is this ?" then ther 
was wax between the folds; then I began to suspect 
then I peeped ; faith, U was Walla' hand after all 
then I opened it in a rage, and then it was littl 
MD's hand, dear, little, pretty, charming MD's swec 

band again. O Lord, *o't tatt % d&ttftt and 
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hY, tndf a bustle ? never saw the like. Faith, I believe 
younrlay some days at the post-ofifce, and that it ca»e 
before my eighteenth went, but that I did not expect it, 
and I hardly ever go there. Well, and so you think 
I'll answer this letter now ? No faith, and so I won't, 
I'H make you wait, young women ; but 111 inquire im- 
mediately about poor Dingley's exchequer trangutn.* 
What, is that Vedel again a soldier ? Was be broke ? 
I'll put it in Ben Tooke's hand. I hope Vedel could 
not- sell it. At night. Vedel, Vedel, pob, pox, I think 
it is Vedeau, ay Vedeau, now I have it : let me see, do 
you name him in yours ? Yes, Mr. John Vedeau is 
the brother ;- but where does this brother live ? I'll in- 
quire. This was a fast day for the public ; so I dined 
late with Sir Matthew Dudley, whom I have not been 
with a great while. He is one of those that must lose 
Iris employment whenever the great shake comes : and 
I can't contribute to keep him in, though I have dropped 
words in his favour to the ministry ; but he has been* 
too violent a whig, and friend to the lord treasurer,! to 
stay in: 'Tis odd to think bow long they let those peo- 
ple keep their places ; but the reason is, they have not 
enough to satisfy all expecters, and so they keep them 
all io hopes, that they may be good boys in the mean- 
time; and thus the old ones hold in still. The comp- 
troller told me, that- there are eight people expect hit 
staff. I walked after dinner to-day round the park. 
What, do I write politics to little young women ? Hold 
your tongue, and go to your dean's. 
1 29. Morning. If this be a fine day I will walk into 
the /city, and see Charles Bernard's^ library. What 
care I for your letter, your saucy No. 12 ? I will say 

* He must mean an exchequer tally. P. Sr- 
i Earl of Godolphin. D. S. 
t8eebefore,p. 172. I?. 

H 3> 
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nothing (o it yet : faith, I believe this will be full tfo 
fare, its time, and then go it must. I will always writ$ 
once a fortnight ; and if it goes sooner by filling soon- 
er, why then there is so much dear gain. Morrow, 
morrow, rogues and lasses both, I can't lie. scribbling 
here in bed for your play ; I must rise, and so morrow 
again. At night Tour friend Montgomery and his sis> 
fer are here, as I am told by Patrick : I have seen him 
often, but take no notice of him : he is grown very ugr 
ly and pimpted. They tell me he is a gamester, and 
wins money. How could I help it, pray ? Patrick 
snuffed the candle too short, and the grease ran down 
upon the paper.* It e'nt my fault, 'tis Patrick's fault; 
pray now don't blame Presto. I walked to-day into the 
city and dined at a private house, and went to see the 
auction of poor Charles Bernard's. books ,; they were 
iu the middle of the physic books ; so I bought none; 
and titty are so dear, I believe I shall buy none, and. 
there's an end ; and go to Stoyte's., and I'll go sleep. 

30. Morning. This is Good Friday, you must know* 
and I must rise and go to Mr. Secretary about some bo* 
siness; and Mrs. Vanhomrigh desires me to breakfast 
with her, because she is to intercede for Patrick, who is 
so often drunk and quarrelsome in the house, that I 
waji resolved to send him over.; but he. knows all the 
places where I send, and i^ so used to my ways, that it 
would be. inconvenient to me ; but when I come to. Ire? 
land, I will discharge him.f Sir Thomas Manse), one 
of the lords of the treasury, setting me down at my doo| 
to-day, saw Patrick, and swore he was a Teeguelander. 
I am so used to his face, I never observed it, bu£ thought 

* It caused a violent daub en the paper, which still continues much. 
«hflco]oure<Uo the original. D. S. 
f He forgot here to say, " At night.' 1 See what goe,s before* 
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Man a pretty fellow. Sir Andrew Fountaine and I sup* 
ped. this fast -day with tylrs. Yanhomrigh. We were> 
afraid Mr. Harley's wound would turn to a fistula ; but 
we think the danger is* now past. He rises every 
day, and walks about his room, and we hope he'll be 
out in a fortnight. Prior showed me a handsome paper 
of verses he has writ on Mr. Harley's accident : they 
are not out ; I wilL send them to you, if he will give 
me a copy.*- 

31. Morning. What shall we do to make April Fools 
this year, now it happens on Sunday ? Patrick brings 
word that Mr. Harley still mends, and is up every day* 
I design to see him in a few days : brings- me word too 
that he has found out Vedeau's brother's shop : I shall 
call there in a day or- two. It seems the wife lodges 
next door, to the brother. I doubt the scoundrel was 
broke, and got a commission,, or perhaps is. a volunteer 
gentleman, and expects to get one by his. valour. Mor* 
row, sirrahs, let me rise. At night. I dined to day with 
Sir Thomas. Mansel; We were walking in the park, 
and Mr* Lewis came to us. Mansel asked " where we 
dined ?" We said, " together." He said* " we should 
dine with him, only his wife desired htm to bring no- 
body* because she had only a leg of mutton." I said* 
" I would dine with him to choose ;" but he would send 
a servant to order, a plate or two : yet this man has ten 
thousand pounds, a year in land> and is a lord of the 
treasury, and is not covetous neither, but runs out mere- 
ly by slatteriug and negligence. The worst dinner J 
ever saw at the dean's was better r but so it is with 
abundance of people here. I called at night at Mr» 
Harley's, who-begins to walk in his room with a stick* 



i* 



* See them in the Narrative of Guiscard's E*mu\fclv<tfv.>VfcNx\» 

IV IV. 
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but it mighty weak. See bow much I have lost wit* 
that ugly grease.* 'Tia your fault, pray f and I'll goto 
bed. 

April I. The duke of Buckingham's house Ml dm 
last night wkh an earthquake, and is half swallowed apf 
•—Won't you go and see it 2 — Ad April fool, an April 
fool, O ho, young women. Well, don't be angry, I'M 
make you an April fool no more till the next time : it 
had no sport here, because it is Sunday, and Easter Soar 
day. I dined with the secretary, who seemed terrify 
dawn and melancholy, which Mr. Prior and Lewis ob- 
served as well as I : perhaps something is goue wrong ; 
perhaps there is nothing in it. Tired bless my own deft- 
est MD, and all is well. 

2. We have such windy weather, tis troublesome 
walking, yet all the rabble have got into our park these 
holidays. I am plagued with one Richardson, an Irish 
parson ; and his project of printing Irish bibles, &c» to 
make you Christians in that country : I befriend him 
what I can on account of the archbishop and bishop of 
Clogher. But what business have 1 to meddle, to. 
Don't you remember that, sirrah Stella? what was thtt 
about, when you thought I was meddling with something* 
that was not my business ? O faith, you are an impa* 
dent slut, I remember your doings, I'll never forget yott 
as long as I live. Lewis and I dined together at fek 
lodgings. But where's the answer to this letter of MD't ? 
O faith, Presto, you must think of that Time enough, 
says saucy Presto. 

3. I was this morning to see Mrs. Barton; I love her 
better than any one here, and see her seldomer. Why 
really now, so it often happens in the world, that where 

* The candle-grease mentioned before, which soaked through, .and 
deformed this part Ql\hs\>*y(zi oiitiftrctv&&^%g£. O v fc 
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tie lores a body best — psbah, pshah, you are so silly 
with your moral observations. Well, bat she told me a 
very good story. An old gentlewoman died here two 
months ago, and left in her will, to have eight men and 
eight maids bearers, who should have two guineas apiece, 
ten guineas to the parson for a sermon, and two guineas 
to the clerk. But bearers, parson, and clerk, must be 
ail true virgins ; and not to be admitted till they took 
their oaths of virginity : so the poor woman lies still 
unowned, and so must do till the general resurrection. 
I called at Mr. Secretary's, to see what the d — ailed 
mm on Sunday ; I made him a very proper speech ; 
told bite, " I observed he was much out of temper ; that 
I did not expect he would tell me the cause, but would 
be glad to see he was in better ;" and one thing I warn- 
ed him of, " never to appear eold to me, for I would 
act be treated like a school-boy ; that I had felt too 
much of that in my life already ; (meaning Sir- William 
Temple ;) that I expected every great minister, who- 
fcenoured me with his acquaintance, if he heard or saw 
any thing to my disadvantage, would let me know ia 
plain words, and not put me in pain to guess by the 
^change or coldness of bis countenance or behaviour; for 
k was what I would hardly bear from a crowned head, 
and I thought no subject's favour was worth it ; and 
thai I designed to let my lord-keeper and Mr. Harley 
know the same thing* that they might use me according- 
ly." He took all right ; said, " I had reason ;" vowed 
" nothing ailed him but sitting up whole nights at busi- 
ness, and one night at drinking ;" would have had me 
dined with him and Mrs. Masham's brother, to make up 
matters ; but I would not. I don't know, but I would 
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not. But indeed I was engaged with my old friend * 
Rollinson.* You never heard of him before. 

4. I sometimes look a line or two back, and see pis* 
guy mistakes of the pen ; how do you get over themi 
you are puzzled sometimes. Why, L think what I said 
to Mr. Secretary was right Don't you remember how. 
I used to be io pain when Sir William Temple would 
look cold, and out of humour for three or four days, and 
I used to suspect a hundred reasons ? I have plucked up 
my spirit since then, faith; he spoiled a fine gentle- 
man. I dined with my neighbour Vauhomrigh, and MA 
poor MD, at home on a loin of mutton and half a pint ' 
of wine* and the mutton was raw, poor Stella could net 
eat, poor dear rogue, and Dingley was so vexed : but 
well dine at Stoyte's to morrow. Mr. Harley promis* 
ed to see me in a day or two, so I called this evening t 
hut his son and others were abroad, and he asleep, so k 
came a way, and found out Mrs. Vedeau. She drew out 
a letter from Dingley, aed said " she would get a friend 
to receive the money." I told her, " I would employ 
Mr. Tooke in it henceforward.*' Her husband bought 
a lieutenancy of foot, and is gone to Portugal. He sold 
his share of the shop to his brother, and put out the mo* 
ney to maintain her, all but what bought the commit 
slon. She lodges within two doors of her brother. She 
told me, "it made her very melancholy to change be* 
manner of life thus, but trade was dead," &c She says, 
she will write to you soon. I design to engage Ben 
Tooke, and then receive the parchment from her. — I 
gave Mr. Doppinga copy of^Prior's verses on Mr. Haft 
ley, he seut them yesterday to Ireland, so. go look fot 

* William Rollinson, Esq. formerly a wine merchant, settled af- 
terward in Oxfordshire, where he died at a great age, a genteel 
agreeable man, an old acquaintance of Lord Bolingbroke, and a 
& reurite of Mr. Pope's, who leit h\«k to e ^rostta tot * xydsl* N . 
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tan, for I won't be at the trouble to transcribe them 
are. They will be printed in a day or two. Give my 
tiuty service to Stoyte and Catherine ; upon my word 
lore them dearly, and desire you will- tell them so: 
ray desire goody Stoyte not to let Mrs. Walls and Mrs. 
ohnson cheat her of her money at ombre, but assure 
er from roe, that she is a bungler. Dine wkh her to 
ay, and tell her so, and drink my health, and good voy- 
ge, and speedy return, and so you're » rogue. 

5- Morning. Now let us proceed to examine a sau- 
y letter from one madam MD. — God Almighty blest 
oor dear Stella, and send her a great many birthdays, 
H happy, and healthy, and wealthy, and with me ever- 
ogetber, and never asunder again, unless by chance* 
Vhen I find you are happy or merry there, it make* 
ne so here, and I can hardly imagine you absent when 

am reading your letter, or writing to you. No faith, 
rou are just here upon this little paper, and therefore I 
ee and talk with you every evening constantly, and 
onetimes in the xiorning, but not always in the moru- 
ng, because that is not so modest to young ladies. — 
i¥hat, you would fain palm a letter upon me more thai* 
rou sent; and I, like a fool, must look over all yours, 
o see whether this was really No. 12, or more. Patrick 
lift this moment brought me letters from the bishop of 
CJbgher andParvisol^ my heart was at my mouth for 
ear of one from MD ; what a disgrace would it be to 
live two of yours to answer together ? but faith this 
ball go ta night, for fear, and- then-come when it will; 
E defy it. No, you are not naughty at all, write when 
rou are disposed. And so the dean told you the story 
>f Mr. Harley from the archbishop ; I warrant it never 
spoiled your supper, or broke off your game. Nor yet, 
liave not you the box; I wish Mrs. Edgwotth Vra&VYsfc 
— r— w But you have it now, I auppaieA wAis^ 






280 JOURNAL TO STELLA. 

chocolate good, or has the tobacco spoiled it? Leigfc 
stays till Sterne has done his business, no longer; and 
when that will be, God knows : I befriend him as mod 
as I can, bat Mr. Harley's accident stops that as well as > 
all things else. You guess, madam Dingley, that I sbiM 
stay a round twelvemonth ; as hope saved, I wtmld come 
over, if I could, this minute ; but we will talk of that? 
by and by. — Your affair of Vedeau I have told* you rf 
already ; now to the uext, turn over the leaf. Mrs. Dob- 
bins lies ; I have no more provision here or in Ireland 
than I had. I am pleased that Stella the conjuror ap- 
proves what I did with Mr. Harley;* but your genera* 
shy makes me mad ; I know you repine inwardly at 
Presto's absence; you think he has broken his word at 
coming in three months, and that this is always his trick: 
and now Stella says, she does not see possibly how I caa 
come away in haste, and that MD is satisfied, &c. Ant 
you a rogue to overpower me thus ? I did not expect to 
find such friends as I have done. They may indeed 
deceive me too. But there are importaut reasons [Pal 
on this grease, this candle tallow!] why they should 
notf I have been used barbarously by the late minSa» 
try; I am- a little piqued in honour to let people seel 
am not to be despised. The assurances they give bm» 
without any scruple or provocation, are sueh as are usu- 
ally believed in the world ; they may come to nothing, 
but the first opportunity that offers, and is neglected, I 
shall depend no more, but come away.): I could say a 
thousand things on this head, if I were with you. I aa 
thinking why Stella should not go to the Bath, if she be 
told it will do her good ; I will make Parvisol get up 

* In relation to the bank-bill; see p. 163. D. S. 
f Swift was, at that time, their great support and champion. N> 
t And so at last he threatened; or perhaps he never would bo* 
|o^t/uttri^DgdwB*iyotSt.r*)UkV%. I>.^ 
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My pounds, tad pay it you; and you may be good 
MHtsewives and live cheap there some month*, and re- 
urn in autumn, or visit London, as you please : pray 
bink ef it I writ to Bernage, directed to Curry's; I 
nah he had the letter. I will send the bohea tea, if I 
an. The bishop of Kflmore, I don't keep such com- 
May; an old dying fool whom I was never with iq my 
ife. So I am no godfather ; all the better. Pray, Stel- 
% explain those two words of yours to me, what you 
aean by FiUian and Dainger* and you, madam Ding- 
ey, what is Christianing ? Lay your letters tlus way, 

'tis way, and the devil a bit of difference between this 
say and t'other way. No ; I'll show you, lay them 

ids way, this way, and not that way, that way.\ 

fou shall have your aprons; and I'll put all your com- 
fissions as they come, in a paper together, and don't 
liink I'll forget MD's orders, because they are friends; 
EH be as careful as if they were strangers. I know not 
that to do about this Clements. Walls will not let me 
fsy any thing, as if Mr. Pratt was against him ; and now 
the bishop of Clogher has written to me in his behalf. 
This thing does not rightly fall in my way, and that 
people never consider: I always give my good offices 
there they are proper, and that I am judge of; bon- 
erer, I will do what I can. But if he has the uame of 
I whig, it will be hard, considering my Lord Auglesea 
fcfid Hyde are very much otherwise, and you know they 
save the employment of deputy treasurer. If the fro- 
Hek should take you of going to the Bath, I here send 

• * It may be somewhat amasiog to declare; but Stella, with all 
ler wit and good sense, spelled very ill. And Dr. Swift insisted great* 
ly upon women's spelling well. D. S. 

t The slope of the letters in the words tkit way, this nay, is to the 
Wt hand, but the slope of the words that nay, that nay, is to the right 
bad. D. S. 
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you a note oq Parvisol; if not, you may tear it, aat 
there's an end. FarewelL 

If you have an imagination that the Bath will doyw 
good, I say again, I would have you go ; if not, or it fat 
inconvenient, burn this note. Or, if you would go, and 
not take so much money, take thirty, pounds, and I wil 
return you twenty from hence. Do as you please, sfr 
rahs. I suppose it will not be too late for the first sea- 
son ; if it be, I would have you resolve however to gi 
the second season, if the doctors say it will do you good* 
and. you fancy so. 



LETTER XX. 

London? April 5, 171L 

I put my nineteenth in the post-office just now m^ 
sel£ as I came out of the city, where I dined. This rata 
ruins me in coach hire r I walked away sixpennywortlfc 
and came within a shilling length, and then took acoacbj 
and got a lift back for nothing; and- am now busy. 

6. Mr. Secretary desired I would see him this morn- 
ing, said he had several things to.say to me, and said ml 
one: and the duke of Ormond sent to desire I would' 
meet him at Mr. Southwell's by ten this morning to* 
which I think it was some particular matter. All the 
Irish in town were there, to consult upon preventing • 
bill for laying a duty on Irish yarn; so we talked 7 
awhile, and then all went to the lobby of the house of 
commons, to solicit our friends, and the duke cans 
among the rest ; and' Lord Anglesea* solicited admin? 
bly, and. I did wonders. But after all the matter was 

* Arthur Annesley, who succeeded his brother in title, and la U* 
otibe of joint treasurer, 8ept.\M*1\0. HtffvAVnATSU TK, 
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ml off till Monday, add then we are to be at it again. 
[ dined with Lord Mouotjoy, and looked over him at 
(bets, which put me in mind t>f Stella and Griffith. . I 
ipe home, and that dog Patrick was not within, so t 
fitted, and fretted, and what good did that do me ? and 
•get you gone to your deans, you couple of queans : I 
njt'tfiud rhyme to Walls and Stoyte; 

Yes, yea, you expect Mrs. Walls, 
Be dress'd when she calls, 
To carry you to Stoy te, 
Or else horn sok. 

Henley told me, " that the tones were insupportable 
people, because they are for bringing in French claret, 
lad will not support." Mr. Harley will hardly get 
ibroad this week or ten days yet. I reckon when I 
fepd away this letter he will be just got into the house 
if commons. My last letter went in twelve days, and 
perhaps may this. No it won't, for those letters that 
Sounder a fortnight are answers to one of yours, other- 
you must take the days as they happen, some dry, 
wet, some barren, some fruitful, some merry, some 
Qripid ; some, &c. I will write you word exactly the 
int-day I see young gooseberries, and pray observe how 
OBch later you are. We have not had five fine days, 
hit five weeks, but rain or wind. 'Tis a late spring 
bey say here. Go to bed, you two dear saucy brats, 
ipd don't keep me up all night. 
: ?• Ford has been at Epsom, to avoid Good Friday 
nd Easter Sunday. He forced me to-day to dine with 
ran ; and tells me there are letters from Ireland giving 
m account of a great indiscretion in the archbishop of 
Dublin, who applied a story out of Tacitus very re- 
ftectingly 00 Mr. Harley, and that twenty ^eo\>\t\ttNfe 
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written of it ; I do not believe It yet. I called dds 
evening to see Mr. Secretary, who had been very ill 
with the gravel and pain in his back, by Burgundy sod 
Champaigne, added to the sitting up all night at bos> 
ness ; I found him drinking tea while the rest wen at 
Champaigne, and was very glad of it. I have chid Ida 
so severely that I hardly knew whether he would take 
it well : then I went and sat an hour with Mrs. St. John, 
who is growing a great favourite of mine ; she goes to 
the Bath on Wednesday, for she is much out of health 
and has begged me to take care of the secretary. 

8. I diued to-day with Mr. Secretary St. John; be 
gave me a letter to read, which was from the publisher 
of the newspaper called the Post Boy ; in it there waia 
long copy of a letter from Dublin, giving an account «f 
what the whigs said upon Mr. Harley's being stabbed, 
and how much they abuse him and Mr. Secretary St 
John ; and at the end there was half a dozen lines, tid- 
ing the story of the archbishop of Dublin, and abasing 
him horribly; this was to be printed on Tuesday. I 
told the secretary " I would not suffer that about the 
archbishop to be printed," and so I crossed it out; and 
afterward, to prevent all danger, I made him give «e 
the letter, and, upon farther thought, would let none of it 
be published : and sent for the printer and told him aa, 
and ordered him in the secretary's name, "to print 
nothing reflecting on any body in Ireland till he shewed 
it me." Thus I have prevented a terrible scandal to the 
archbishop, by a piece of perfect good fortune. I *9t 
let him know it by next post ; and pray if you pick it 
out let me know, and whether he is thaukful for it; W : 
say nothing. 

9. I was to-day at the house of commons again abort 
this yarn, at Lord Anglesea's desire, but the business v 
agaia put off till Monday. I &\kA Vv&Sii Jotm Sts* 
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By, by an assignation I had made with Mr. St. John^ 
ad George Granville, the secretary at war ; but they 
el iu other company, some ladies, and so we were not as 
rasy as I intended. My head is pretty tolerable, but 
rvery day I feel some little disorders; I hare left off 
sniff since Sunday, finding myself much worse after 
iaking a good deal at the secretary's. I would not let 
im drink one drop of Champaigoe or Burgundy with* 
SUt water, and in compliment I did so myself. He is 
«uch better, but when he is well he is like Stella, and 
wiH uot be governed. So go to your Stoyte's and I'll 
go sleep* 

10. I have been visiting Lady Worsley and Mrs. 
Barton to-day, and dined soberly with my friend Lewis. 
The dauphin is dead of an apoplexy ; I wish he had 
lived till the finishing of this letter, that it might be news 
to you. Buncombe,* the rich alderman, died to-day, 
and I hear has left the duke of Argyll, who married his 
niece,! two hundred thousand pounds ; I hope it is true, 
for I love that duke mightily. I writ this evening to 
the archbishop of Dublin about what I told you; and 
then went to take leave of poor Mrs. St. John, who gave 
me strict charge to take care of the secretary in her ab- 
sence, said she had none to trust but me ; and the poor 
creature's tears came fresh into her eyes. Before we 
took leave, I was drawn in by the other ladies and Sir 
John Stanley to raffle for a fan, with a pox: it was four 
guineas, and we put in seven shillings a piece, several 
taffled for ^absent people; but I lost, and so missed an 
opportunity of showing my gallantry to Mrs. St. John, 
whom I designed to have presented it to, if I had won. 

* Sir Charles Duncombe, knight, lord mayor of London in 1709. 
N. 

f The daughter of Ursula, sister of Sir Charles Duncombe, and 
wife of John Browne, Esq. She died in 1716, wV^ojoXinnft. ^> - 
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p Dilly* gone to the Bath ? His face will whiz in the 
water; I suppose he will write to us from thence, and 
will take London ia his way back. The rabble will 
Bay, " There goes a drunken parson ;" and, which is 
worse, they will say true. O, but you must know, I 
carried Ford to dine with Mr. St. John last Sunday, 
that he jiay brag when he goes back of dining with a 
secretary of state. The secretary and I went away 
early, and left him drinking with the rest, and he told 
me " that two or three of them were drunk." They 
talk of great promotions to be made ; that Mr. Hartey j^ 
is to be lord treasurer, and Lord Fouletf master of the 
liorse, &c. but they are only conjecture. The speaker 
is to make Mr. Harley a compliment the first time he 
comes into the house, which I hope will be in a week. 
He has had an ill surgeon, by the caprice of that puppy, 
Dr. Radcliffe ; which has kept him back so long : and 
yesterday he got a cold, but is better to-day. What ! I 
think I am stark mad to write so much in one day to lit- 
tle saucy MD; here's a deal of stuff, indeed; can't you 
bid those little dear rogues good night, and let them go 
sleep, Mr. Presto ? When your tongue runs there's no ho 
with you, pray. 

11. Again at the lobby, like a lobcock, of the bouse 
of commons, about your IrLb yam, and again put off 
till Friday ; and I and Patrick went into the city by 
water, where I dined, and then went to the auction of 
Charles Bernard's books, but the good ones were so 
monstrous dear, I could not reach them, so I laid out 
one pound seven shillings but very indifferently, and 
came away, and will go there no more. Henley would 
fain engage me to go with Steele and Rowe, &c. to an 

* The Reverend Dillon Ashe. N. 

f He was at this time first commissioner of the treasury. "N. 
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invitation at Sir William Read's.* Surely you have 
heard of him. He has been a mountebank, and is the 
queen's oculist ; he makes admirable punch, and treats 
you in gold vessels. But I am engaged, and wout go, 
neither indeed am I fond of the jaunt. So good night, 
and go sleep. 

12. I vent about noon to the secretary, who is very 
ill with a cold, and sometimes of the gravel, with his 
champagne, &c I scolded him like a dog, and he pro- 
mised faithfully more care for the future. Today my 
Lord Anglesea, and Sir Thomas Hanmer, and Prior and 
I dined, by appointment, with Lieutenant General Webb. 
My lord and I staid till ten o'clock, but we drank so- 
berly, and I always with water. There was with u?s 
toe Mr. Campaign, one of the October Club, if you 
know what that is ; a club of country members, who 
think the ministers are too backward in punishing and 
turning out the whigs. I found my lord and the rest 
thought. I had more credit with the ministry than I pre- 
tend to have, and would have engaged me to put them 
upon somethiug that would satisfy their desires, and in- 
deed I think they have some reason to complain ; how- 
ever, I will not burn my fingers. I'll remember Stella's 
chiding : What had you to do with what did not belong 
to you, &c However, you will give me leave to tell 
(he ministry my thoughts when they ask them, and other 
people's thoughts sometimes when they do not ask ; so 
thinks Dingley. 

13. I called this morning at Mrs. Vedeau's again, 
who has employed a friend to get the money ; it will be 

* He lived io Durham yard. His Advertisements in the Tattler 
(which displayed his astonishing abilities in the cure of every disor- 
der of the eye, in removing wens and hare lips, and in the curing of 
wry necks) conclude by a notice, " that he allowed no body to prac 
tiee in bis nameJxit his lady, whom he had \n&raii&." ^. 

vat. xxn i 
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done in a fortnight, and then she will deliver me up A* 
parchment I went then to see Mr. Harley, who I hope 
will be out in a few days ; he was in excellent good hu- 
mour, only complained to n^ of the nefilect of Gm> 
card's cure, how glad he would have been to have had 
him live. Mr. Secretary came in to us, and we were vary 
merry til! lord chamberlain (duke of Shrewsbury) came 
up; then Colonel Masham and I went off; after I had 
been presented to the duke, and that we made two or 
three silly compliments suitable to the occasion. Then 
I attended at the house of commons about your yarn, 
and 'tis again put off. Then Ford drew me to dine at a 
tavern, it happened to be the day and the house where 
the October Club dine. After we had dined, coming 
down we called to inquire, whether our yarn business 
had been over that day, and T sent into the room for Sir 
George Beaumont. But I had like to be drawn into a 
difficulty ; for in two minutes out comes Mr. Finch, Lord 
Guernsey's son, to let me know, " that my Lord Comp- 
ton, the steward of this feast, desired, in the name of the 
club, that I would do them the honour to dine with them." 
I sent my excuses, adorned with about thirty compli- 
ments, and got off as fast as I could. It would have 
been a most improper thing for me to dine there, consi- 
dering my friendship for the ministry. The club is 
about a hundred and fifty, and near eighty of them were 
then going to dinner at two long tables in a great ground 
room. At evening I went to the auction of Bernard's 
books, and laid out three pounds three shillings, but I'll 
go there no more ; and so I said once before, but now 
I'll keep to It. I forgot to tell that when I dined at 
Webb's with Lord Anglesea, I spoke to him of Clements, 
as one recommended for a very honest gentleman, and 
^ood officer, and hoped he would keep him : he said he 



Journal to stella. 195 

'told no thought otherwise, and that he should certainly 
hold his place, while he continued .to deserve it : and I 
could not find there had been any intentions from his 
lordship against him. But I tell you, hunny, the impro- 
priety of this. A great man will do a favour for me, or 
for my friend ; but why should he do it for my friend's 
-friend? Recommendations should stop before they 
come to that. Let any friend of mine recommend one 
of his to me for a tiling in my power, I will do it for his 
sake; but to speak to another for my friend's fiiend, is 
against all reason;' and I desire you will understand 
this, and discourage any such tioubles given me. I hope 
this may do some good to Clements, it can do no hurt ; 
and I find by Mrs. Pratt, that her husband is his friend ; 
and the bishop of Clogher says " Clements' danger is 
not from Pratt,* but from some other enemies, that think 
him a whig." 

14. I was so busy this morning that I did not go cut 
tiU late. I writ to day to the duke of Argyll, but said 
nothing of Bernage, who, I believe, will not see him till 
43pain is conquered, and that is not at all. I was today 
at Lord Shelburne's, and spoke to Mrs. Pi att again about 
Clements : her husband himself wants some good offices, 
and I have done him very good ones lately, and told 
fftrs. Pratt I expected her husband would stand by 
Clements in return. Sir Andrew Fouutaine and I diued 
with neighbour Vanhomrigh ; he is mighty ill of an 
asthma, and apprehends himself in much danger; 'tis 
his own fault, that will rake and drink, when he is but 
just crawled out of his grave. I will send this letter 
just now, because I think my half year is out for my 
lodging ; and, if you please, I would be glad it were 
paid off, and some deal boxes made for my books, and 

* Deputy vice treasurer of Ireland. T*. 
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kept in some safe place, I would give something for tktJi 
keeping ; but I doubt that lodging will net serve m 
when I come back ; I would have a larger place fa 
books, and a stable, if possible. So pray be so kind to 
pay the lodging and all accounts about it ; and get Mi* 
Brent to put up my things. I would have no books pat 
in that trunk where my papers are. If you do not 
think of going to the Bath, I here send you a bill so 
Farvisol for twenty pounds Irish, out of which you wil 
pay for the lodging, and score the rest to me. Bo n 
you please, and love poor Presto, that loves MD better 
than his life a thousand millions of times. Farewell, 
MD, &c. <&~c. 
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London, April 14, 171 1. 

Remember, sirralis, that there are but nine days be- 
tween the dates of my iwo former letters. I sent away 
my twentieth this moment, and now am writing on like 
a fish, as if .nothing was done. But there was a eaase 
for my hasting away my last, for fear it should net 
come time enough before a new quarter began. I told 
you where I dined to-day, but forgot to tell you what 
I believe, that Mr. Harley will be lord treasurer in s 
short time, and other great removes and promotion 
made. This is my thought, &c. 

15. I was this morning with Mr. Secretary, and be 
is grown pretty well. I dined with him to-day, asd 
drank some of that wine which the great duke of Tus- 
cany used to send to 'Sir William Temple : he always 
sends some to the chief ministers. I liked it mightily* 
but be does not : aud he 0T&ete&\\\& W\« \» *s.\A m 
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loht*t of it tfrCKmrow. Would to God MD bad it. 
The queen is well again, and wis at ehapel to-day, &c. 

I©. I went with Ford into the city to-day, and dined 
with Stratford, and drank tockay, and then we went to 
the auction ; but I did not lay out above twelve shil- 
lings. My head is a little out of order to-night, though 
ao formal 6t. My lord keeper has sent to invite me to 
dinner to-morrow, and you'll dine better with the dean, 
and God bless you. I forgot to tell you that yesterday 
was sent me a narrative printed, with all tlie circum- 
stances of Mr. Harley's stabbing. * I had not time to do 
it myself, so I sent my hints to the author of the Atalan- 
tis,* and she has cook'd it into a sixpenny pamphlet, in 
her own style, only the first page is left as I was begin- 
ning it. But I was afraid of disobliging Mr. Harley or 
Mr. St. John in one critical point about it, and so would 
not do it myself. It is worth your reading, for the cir- 
cumstances are all true. My chest of Florence was 
sent me this morning, and cost roe seven and sixpenee 
to two servants. I would give two guineas you bad 
i«,&c. 

17. I was so out of order with my head this morning, 
.that I was going to send my excuses to my lord keefier ; 
but, however, I got up at eleven, and walked there after 
two, and staid till eight. There was Sir Thomas Man* 
se), Prior, George Granville, and Mr. Caesar, and we 
were very merry. My head is still wrong,' but I have 
had no formal (it, only I totter a little. J have left off 
snuff altogether. I have a noble roll of tobacco for 
grating, very good, shall I send it to MD, if she likes 
that sort ? My lord keeper and our this day's company 
are to dine on Saturday with George Granville, and to* 
qgerrow I dine with Lord Anglesea. 

•Mm Maoley, See tbfc tract fo*&,\9. ** 
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18. Did you ever see such a blundering goose-cap at 
Presto ? I saw the number 21 at top, and so I went oa 
as if it were the day of the month, whereas this is bat 
Wednesday the 18th. How shall I do to blot and alter 
them ? I have made a shift to do it behind, but it is t 
great botch. I dined with Lord Anglesea to-day, but 
did not go to the house of commous about the yarn ; my 
head was not well enough. I know not what's the mat- 
ter: it has never been thus before : two days together 
giddy from morning till night, but not with any violence 
or pain ? and I totter a little, but can make shift to walk. 
I doubt I must fall to my pills again : I. think of going 
into the country a little way. J tell you what you 
must do henceforward : you must enclose your letter id 
a fair half sheet of paper, and direct the outside " To 
Erasmus Lewis, Esquire, at my Lord Dartmouth's of- 
fice at Whitehall ;" for I never go to the coffee-house, 
and they will grudge to take in my letters. I forgot to 
tetl you that your mother was to see me this morning; 
and brought me a flask of sweet water for a present, ad* 

'mirable for my head ; but I shall not smell to it. She 
is going to Sheen with Lady Gifiard : she would feign 
send your papers over to you, or give them to me. 
Say what you would have done, and it shall be done j 
because I love Stella, and she is a good daughter, they 
say, and so is Dingley. 

19. This morning General Webb was to give me a 
visit : he goes with a crutch and a stick, yet wa» forced 
to make up two pair of stairs. I promised to dine with 
him, but afterward sent my excuses, and dined private* 
ly in my friend Lewis's lodgings at Whitehall, with 
whom I had much business to talk of, relating to the 
public and myself. Little Harrison the Tattler goes 
to-morrow to the secretaryship' I got him at the Hague, 
and Mr. Ft. John has made \\Va\ * \>\ssftw\. <tf ft^ %ui- 
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neas to bear his charges. An't I a good friend ? Why 
are not you a young fellow, that I might prefer you ? 
I had a letter from Bernage from Kinsale : he* tells me 
bis commission for captain lieutenant was ready for him 
at his arrival : so there are two jackanapes I have done 
with. My head is something better tliis evening, though 
not well. 

20. I was this morning with Mr. Secretary, whose 
packets were just come in, and among them a letter 
from Lord Peterborow to me ; he writes so well, I have 
no mind to answer him, and so kind that I must answer 
him. The emperor's death must, I think, cause great 
alterations in Europe, and, I believe, will hasten 9 
peace. We reckon our King Charles will be chosen 
emperor, and the duke of Savoy set up for Spain ; but 
1 believe he will make nothing of it Dr. Freind and 
I. dined in the city at a printer's, but it cost me two 
shillings in coach hire, and a great deal more this week 
and month, which ha6 been almost all rain, with now 
and then sunshine, and is the truest April that I have, 
known these many years. The lime trees in the park 
are all out in leaves, though not large leaves yet. Wise 
people are going into the country ; but many think the 
parliament can hardly be up these six weeks. Mr. 
Harley was with the quern on Tuesday. I believe 
certainly he will be the lord treasurer : I have not seen 
him this week. 

21. Morning. Lord keeper, and I, and Prior, and 
Sir Thomas Mansel have amointed to dine this day 
vith George Granville. My head, I thank God, is 
better ; but to be giddyish three or four days together 
mortified me. I take no snuff, and I will be very regu- 
lar in eating little and the gentlest meats. How does 
poor Stella just now, with her deans and her Stoytes ? 
Do they give you health for the moofcy *jwxV»ft *\. wr 
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bre, sirrah ? what say you to that? Poor Dingtey bets 
to see Stella lose that four and elevenpence, t'other night 
Let as rise. Morrow, starahs, I will rise, in spite of 
your little teeth ; good morrow. At night O, faith, 
you are little dear sauceboxes. I was just going in the 
morning to tell you that I began to want a letter from 
MD, and in four minutes after Mr. Ford sends mt one 
that he had picked up at St. James's coffee-house ; for 
I go to no coffee-house at all. And faith I was glad at 
heart to see it, and to see Stella so brisk. O Lord, wbtt 
pretending ? Well, but I wont answer it yet ; I'll keep 
it for t'otlier side. Well, we dined to-day according to 
appointment ; lord keeper went away at near eight, I 
at eight, and I believe the rest will be fairly fuddled ; 
Air young Harcourt, lord keeper's son, began to prattle 
before I came away. It will not do with Prior's lean 
carcass. I drink little, miss my glass often, put water 
in my wine, and go away before the rest, which I take 
to be a good receipt for sobriety. Let us put it into 
rhyme, and so make a proverb : 

Drink little at a time ; 
Put water with your wine ; 
Miss your glass when you can ; 
And go off the first man. * 

God be thanked I am much better than I was, though 
something of a totterer. I ate but little to-day, and of 
the gentlest meat. I refused ham and pigeons^ pease- 
soup, stewed beef, cold salmon, because they were too 
strong. I take no snuff; at all, but some herb snuff pre* 
scribed by Dr. Radcliffe. 



Go to your deans, 
You couple of quests* 
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I believe I said that already, what care I ? what cares 
taftto? 

22. Mottling. I must rise and go to the secretary's. 
Mr. Harley has been out of town this week to refresh 
himself before be comes into parliament.* O, but I 
most rise, so there is no more to be said : and so morrow, 
limths both. Wight. I dined to-day with the secreta- 
ry, who has engaged me for every Sunday: and I was 
In hour with him this morning deep in politics, where I 
Md him the objections of the October dub, and be an- 
swered all except one. That no inquiries are made into 
past mismanagement. But indeed I believe they are 
ftot yet able to make any : the late ministry were too 
cunning in their rogueries, and fenced themselves with 
ta act of general pardon. I believe Mr. Harley must 
be lord treasurer; yet he makes only one difficulty 
which is hard to answer : he must be made a lord, and 
his estate is not large enough, and he is too generous- to 
aiake it larger; and if the ministry should change soon 
by any accident, he will be left in the suds. Another 
difficulty is, that if he be made a peer* they will want 
him prodigiously in the house of commons, of which he 
is the great mover, and after him the secretary, and 
hardly any else of weighty Two shillings more to-day 
for coach and chair. . I shall be ruined. 

23. So you expect an answer to your letter, do you so ? 
yes, yes, you shaft have an answer, you shall, young wo- 
men. I made a good pun on Saturday to my lord keeper. 
After dinner we had coarse DoiUyt napkins, fringed at 

• AbooMhk thne appeared IVapp'i poem to the" riglit fconooraMe 
Botart Harley on Ml appearieg la pobBc after the itoootgivts'fcta 
by Guiscard. N. 

i That is, among the ministry. D. S. 

\ So called from the original vender. IY. 

I 2 
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each end, upon the table to drink with : my lord keeper 
spread one of them between him and Mr. Prior ; 1 told 
him I was glad to see there was such a fringeship* be- 
tween Mr. Prior and his lordship. Prior swore " it was the 
worst he ever heard :" I said " I thought so too ;" but 
at the same time I thought it was most like one of Stel- 
la's that ever I heard. I dined to-day with Lord 
Mountjoy, and this evening saw the Venetian ambassador 
coming from his first public audience. -His coach was 
the most monstrous, huge, fine, rich, gilt thing that ever 
I saw. I loitered this evening and came home late. 

24 I was this morning to visit the duchess of Ormond, 
who has long desired it, or threatened she would not let 
roe visit her daughters. I sat an hour with her, and tfe 
were good company, when in came the countess of Bel- 
lamont, with a pox. I went out, and we did not know 
one another ; yet hearing me named, she ask'd, " What, 
is that Dr. Swift ?" said, " she and I were very well 
acquainted ;" and fell a railing at me without mercy, as 
a lady told me that was there ; yet I never was but 
once in the company of that drab of a countess. Sir 
Andrew Fountaine and I dined with my neighbour Van. 
I design in two days, if possible, to go lodge at Chelsea 
for the air, and put myself under a necessity of walk- 
ing to and from London every day. I writ this post to 
the bishop of Clogher a long politic letter to entertain 
him. I am to buy statues and harnesej for them, with a 
vengeance. I have packed and sealed up MD's twelve 
letters against I go to Chelsea. I have put the last com- 
missions of MD in my account book, but if there be any 
former ones, I have forgot them. I have Dingley's 
pocketbook down, and Stella's green silk apron, and the 
pound of tea ; pray send me word if you have any 

* Friendship. D. S. * Farncse. D. S. 
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other, and down they shall go. I will not answer your 
letter yet, saucy boxes. You are with the dean just 
now, madam Stella, losing your money. Why dou\ 
you name what number you have received ? you say 
you have recerved my letters, but don't tell the number. 

25. I was this day dining in the city with very insig- 
nificant, low, and scurvy company. I had a letter from 
the archbishop of Dubliu, with a long denial of the re? 
port raised on him, which yet has been since assured to 
me by those who say they have it from the first hand : 
but I cannot believe them. I will show it to the secre- 
tary to morrow. I will not answer yours till I get to 
Chelsea* 

26. Chelsea. I have sent two boxes of lumber to my 
friend DarteneuPs house, and my chest of Florence and 
other things to Mrs. Vanhomrigh, where I dined to-day. 
I was this morning with the secretary, and showed him 
the archbishop's letter, and convinced him of his grace's 
innocence, and I will do the same to Mr. Harlcy. I 
got here in the stage. coach with Patrick and my port- 
mantua for sixpence, and pay six shillings a week for 
one silly room with confounded coarse sheets. We have 
had such a horrible deal of rain, that there is no walk- 
ing to London, and I must go as I came until it mends • 
and besides, the whelp has taken my lodging as far from 
London as this town could afford, at least half a mile 
farther than he need ; but I must be content. The best 
is, I lodge just over against Dr. Atterbury's house, and 
yet perhaps I shall not like the place the better for that. 
Well, I'D stay till to-morrow before I answer your let- 
ter, and you must suppose me always writing at Chelsea 
from hcnceforwaitf, till I alter and say London. This 
letter goes on Saturday, which will be just a fortnight ; 

so. go and cheat goody Stoyte, &c. 

i3 



$04 JOURNAL TO STELLA, 

27. Do you know that I fear my whole ehest of Fto* 
reoce is turned tour, at least the two first flasks were so, 
and hardly drinkable. How plaguy unfortunate am II 
and the secretary's own is the best I ever tasted; and I 
roust not tell him, but be as thankful as if it were the best 
iu Christendom. I went to town in the sixpenny stage 
to-day, and hearing Mr. Harley was not at home, 1 went 
to see him, beeause I knew by the message of bis lying 
porter that he was at home. He was very well, and 
just going out, but made me promise to dine with him; 
and between that, and indeed strolling about, I lost four 

pound seven shillings at play with a a — a— 

bookseller, and got but half a dozen books.* I will buy 
no' more books now, that's certain. Well, I dined at Mr. 
Harley's, came away at six, shifted my gown, cassock, 
and periwig, and walked hither to Chelsea, as I always 
design to do when it is fair. I am heartily sorry to find 
Biy friend the secretary stand a little ticklish with the 
rest of the ministry ; there have been one or two dis» 
obliging things that have happened, too long to tell ; and 
t'other day, in parliament, upon a debate of about thirty- 
five millions that have not been duly accounted for, Mr. 
Secretaiy, in his warmth of speech, and zeal for his friend 
Mr. Brydges, on whom part of the blame was falling, 
swid, « he did not know that either Mr. Brydges or the 
fete ministry were at all to blame iu this matter ;" which . 
was v«ry desperately spoken, and giving up the whole 
cause : for the chief quarrel against the late ministry 
was the ill management of the treasure, and was mor* 
than all the rest together. I had beard of this matter i 
But Mr. Foley beginning to discourse to day at table, - 
without iWfrting ftfr. St. John, I turned to Mr. Harley, 
ajfd safto\ ct if the late ministry were not to blame in that ■. 

9 This mast hare btcfr af acta* T*ffl»&&M tada* 1X8. 
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article, he [Mr. Harley] ought to lose bis bead for put- 
ting the queen upon changing them." He made it a 
jest; but by some words dropped, I easily saw that they 
tfike things ill of Mr. St. John, and by some hints given 
me from another hand that I deal with, I am afraid the 
secretary will not stand long. This is the fate of courts. 
1 will, if I meet Mr. St. John alone on Sunday, tell 
Mm my Opinion, and beg him to set himself right, eke 
the consequences may be very bad ; for I see not bow 
they can well want him neither, and he would make a 
troublesome enemy. But enough of politics. 

2*. Morning. I forgot to tell you that Mr. Barley 
asked me yesterday, " how he came to disoblige the arch- 
bishop of Dublin ?* upon which (hating not his letter 
about me) I told him what the bishop had written to me 
oa that subject, and desired t might read him the letter 
some other time. But after all, from what I have heard 
from other hands, I am afraid the archbishop is a little 
gulfty. Here is one Brent Spencer, a brother of Mr. 
Proby's, who affirms it, and says " he has leave to do 
to from Charles Deering, who heard the words ; and In- 
goldsby* abused the archbishop," &c Well, but, now 
for your saucy letter : I have no room to answer it : O 
yes, enough on t'other side. Are you no sicker ? Stella 
jeers Presto for not coming over by Christmas; but in* 
deed Stella does not jeer, but reproach poor, poor Presto* 
And how can I come away, and the first-fruits not finish- 
ed; I am of opinion the duke of Ormond will do nothing 
k them before he goes, which will be in a fortnight they 
sty -. and then they must fen to me to be done in his 
Absence. No, indeed, 1 have nothing to print: you. 
know they have printed the Miscellanies already. Are 
they on your side yet ? K you have my souff box, Fll 

♦One ot the lords justices. J).t. 
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have jour strong box. Hi, does Stella take snuff again ? 
or is it only because it is a fine box ? not the Meddle, 
but the Medley i you foofr Yes, yes, a wretched thing, 
because it is against you lories ; now I think it very fine, 
and the Examiner a wretched thing. — Twist your mouth, 
sirrah. Guisc'ard, aud what you will read in the Nar- 
rative, J ordered to be written, and nothing else. Tin 
Spectator is written by Steele with Addison's help.; 'tis 
often very pretty. Yesterday it was made of a noble 
hint I gave him long ago for his Tattlers, about an In- 
dian supposed to write his travels into England. I re- 
pent he ever had it I intended to have written a book 
on that subject. I believe he has spent it all in one pa- 
per, and all the under hints there are mine too; but I 
never see him or Addison. The queen is well, but I 
fear will be no long liver : for I am told she has some 
times the gout in her bowels (I hate the word bowels.) 
My ears have been, these three months past, much bet- 
ter than any time these two years : but now they begin 
to be a little out of order again ; my head is better, though 
not right ; but I trust to air and walking. You have got 
my letter, but what number ? I suppose 1 8. Well, my 
shin has been well this mouth. No, Mrs. Westlej 
came away without her husband's knowledge, while she 
was in the country : she has written to me for some tea. 
They lie ; Mr. Harley's wound was very terrible : he 
had convulsions, and very narrowly escaped. The bruise 
w;$ nine times worse than the wound : he is weak still. 
Well, Brooks married ; I know all that. I am sorry 
for Mrs. Walls's eye, I hope 'tis better. O yes, you 
are great walkers : but I have heard them say, " Much 
talkers, Little walkers ;" and I believe I may apply 
the ol i proverb to you : 
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-*If you talked no more than you walked, 
Those that think you wits would be baulked." 

tea, Stella shall have a large printed Bible : I have 
mU it down among my commissions for MD. I am glad 
o hear you have taken the fancy of intending to read 
he Bible. Pox take the box : is not it come yet ? this 
s trusting to your young fellows, young women; 'tis 
raur fault : I thought you had such power with Sterne, 
hat he would fly over mouut Atlas to serve you. You 
ay you are not splenetic ; but if you be, faith you will 
nreak poor Presto's 1 won't say the rest ; but I vow 

God, if I could decently come over now, I would, 
ind leave all schemes of politics and ambition for ever. 

1 have not the opportunities here of preserving my health 
vy riding, Sic. that I have in Ireland ; and the want of 
tealth is a great cooler of making one's court. You 
juess right about my being bit with a direction from 
Iv'alls, and the letter from MD: I believe I described 
t in one of my last. This goes to night ; and I must 
low rise and walk to town, and walk back* in the e.ven- 
ng. God Almighty bless and preserve poor MD. Fare- 

rell. 

O faith, don't think, saucy noses, that I'll fill this 
kird side : I can't stay a letter above a fortnight : it 
oust go then ; and you would rather see a short one 
tike this, than want it a week longer. 

My humble service to the dean, and Mrs. Walls, and 
good kind hearty Mrs. Stoyte, and honest Catherine. 
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LETTER XXII. 

Chelsea, April 28, 1711. 
At sight. I say at night, because I finished mf 
lwenty*fi*st this morning here, and put it into the pa* 
afitee my owa self like a good boy. I think I asM 
little before you now, young women : I am writing mf 
twenty-second, and .hate received your thirteenth. I 
got to town between twelve and one, and put on my net 
gown and periwig, aod dined with Lord Abettor* 
Where 1 had not been since the marriage of his son Lord 
Paisley, who has got ten thousand pounds with a wife. 
I am now a country gentleman* I walked home 
as I went, and am a little weary, and am got into bed: 
I hope in God the air aod exercise will do me a little 
good. I have been inquiring about statues for Mr* 
Asbe : I made Lady Abercorn go with me ; and wUl 
aend them word next post to Ciogher* I hate to boy 
for her : I'm sure shell maunder. I am going to study* 
29. I had a charming walk to and from town to-day : 
I washed, shared and all, and changed gown aod peri* 
wig, by half an hour after nine, and went to the secret* 
iy y who told me how he had differed with his friends in 
parliament : I apprehended this division, and told hi* 
* great deal of iu I went to court, and there several 
mentioned it to me as what they muefr disliked. I diaei 
With the secretary ; and we proposed some business of 
importance in the afternoon, which he broke to me first, 
and said how he and Mr. Harley were convinced of die 
necessity of it * r yet he suffered one of his under secreta- 
ries to come upon us after dinner, who staid till six, 
aod so nothing was done :. and what care I ? he shall' 
send to me the next time, and ask twice. To-morrow 
J go to the electioa atNV%\.\x^v«X^x **&<*&> ^W&Nm& 
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e chosen for the university : they say 'tis a sight, and 
great trial of w>a. Our expedition fleet is but just 
fed : I believe it trill come to nothing. Mr. Secreta- 
frets at their tedioiisness ; bat hopes great things from 
though he owns four or fire princes are in the secret ; 
d for that reason, I fear it is no secret to France* 
bere are eight regiments \ and the admiral is your 
dker's* brother die midwife. 
30. Morn. I am here in a pretty pickle : it rains 
id; and the cunning natives of Chelsea have outwit- 
\ me, and taken up all the three stage-coaches. What 
ill I do ? I must go to town : this is your fault. I 
mot walk : I'll borrow a coat. This is the blind side 
my lodging out of town; I must expect such iocoth 
niences as these. Faith I'll walk in the rain. Mor- 
w. — At night. I got a gentleman's chaise by chance, 
d so went to town for a shilling, and lie this night in 
mil I was at the election of lads at Westminster to- 
y, and a very silly thing it is ; but they say there w*H 
fine doings to-morrow. I dined with Dr. Freind, the 
ssjod master of the school, with a dozen parsons and 
bers : Prior would make me stay. Mr. Hariey is to 
mx the election to-morrow ; and we are all to dine 
Kb tickets, and hear fine speeches. 'Tig terrible rainy 
Hither again : I lie at a friend's in the city. 
May 1. I wish you a merry May-day, and a thou- 
nd more. I was baulked at Westminster ; I came too 
le : I heard no speeches nor verses. They would not 
t me in to their dining place for want of a ticket ; and 
would not send in for one, because Mr. Harley ex- 
ised his coming, and Atterbury was not there ; and I 
ired not for the rest : and so my friend Lewis and I 
hied with Kit Musgrare, if you know audi a man : 

* Sir Chamberlain Walker, a ftiftout fl»«a lAfaMt. ^ 
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and, the weather mending, I walked gravely home this 
evening ; and so I design to walk ai.d walk till I m 
well : I fancy myself a little better already. How 
doei poor Stella? Dingley is well enongh. Go, get 
you gone, naughty girl, you are well enough. O dm 
MD, contrive to have some share of the country tfcb 
spring : go to Finglass, or Donnybrook, or Clogber, * 
Killala, or Lowlh. Have you got your box yet ? j% 
yes. Don't write to me again till this letter goes i I 
must make haste, that I may write two for one. Go to 
the Bath : 1 hope you are now at the Bath, if you had 
a miod to go; or go to Wexford : do something for your 
living. Have you given up my lodging according to 
order ? I have had just now a compliment from Deia 
A Iter bury's lady, to command the garden and library,' 
ami whatever the house affords. I lodge just over 
against them ; but the dean is in town with his convoca- 
tion ; so I have my dean and prolocutor as well as yon; 
young women, though he has not so good wine, nor * 
much meat. * 

■2. A fine day, but bf gins to grow a little warm ; and 
that makes your little fat Presto sweat in the forehead. 
Pray, are not the line buns sold here in our town ; wii 
it not Rrrrrrrrrrare Chelsea buns ? I bought one te- 
day in my walk ; it cost me a penny ; it was stale, sad 
I did not like it, as the man said, <fec. Sir Andrew 
Fountaine and I dined at Mrs. Vanhomrigh's ; and had 
a flask of my Florence, which lies in their cellar; sad 
so I came home gravely, and saw nobody of consequent 
to-day. I am very easy here, nobody plaguing 0* 
in a morning ; and Patrick saves many a score lies. 1 
sent over to Mrs. Atterbury, to know whether I might 
wait on her ; but she is gone a visiting : we have ex- 
changed some compliments, but I have not seen her yft 
We have no news in our Vwu. 
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3. I did not go to town to-day, it was so terrible 
rainy ; nor have I -stirred out of my room till eight this 
evening ; when I crossed the way to see Mrs. Atterbu- 
ry, and thank her for her civilities. She would needs 
send me some veal, and small beer, and ale,- to-day at 
dinner; and I have lived a scurvy, dull, splenetic day, 
for want of MD : I often thought how happy I could 
have been, had it rained eight thousand times more, if 
MD had been with a body. My Lord Rochester is 
dead this morning ; they say at one o'clock ; and I hear 
he died suddenly. To-morrow I shall know more. He 
is a great loss to us : I cannot think who will succeed 
him as lord president I have been writing a long letter 
to Lord Peterborow, and am dull. 

4. I dined to-day at Lord Shelburne's, where Lady 
Kerry made me a present of four India handkerchiefs, 
which I have a mind to keep for little MD, only that 
I had rather, &c. I have been a mighty handkerchief- 
monger, aud have bought abundance of snuff ones since 
I have left off taking snuff. And I am resolved, when. 
I come over, MD shall be acquainted with Lady Ker- 
ry:* we have struck up a mighty friendship; and sip 
has much better sense than any other lady of your coun- 
try. We are almost in love with oue another : but she 
is most egregiously ugly ; but perfectly well bred, and 
governable as I please. I am resolved, when I come, 
to keep no company but MD : you know I kept my re- 
solution last time; and, except Mr. Addison, conversed 
wiiLi none but you and your club of deans and Stoytes. 
Tb three weeks, young women, since I had a letter from 

you ; and yet, methiuks, I would not have another for 



* Anne, daughter jof Sir William Petty, and sister to Henry earl of 
^helburae. doe ngbfj wife of Thomas Fitxmaurice, created earl 
of Kerry and Viscoftt Fjtsmaurice, June 17, XTXL "N , 
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five pound till Ibis is gone; and yetl send every day tf 
the coffee-house, and I would fain have a letter, and 
not have a letter : and I don't know what, nor I dool 
know bow, and this goes on very slow ; 'tis a week to- 
morrow since I began it I am a poor country geoU^ 
man, and don't know how the world passes. Do yti 
know that every syllable I write I hold my lips just fc 
all the world as if I were talking in our owu little lan- 
guage to MD. Faith, I am very silly; but I can't help 
it for my life. I got home early to-night. My sottd- 
tors, that used to ply me every morning, knew ait 
where to And me ; and I am so happy not to hear » 
trick, Patrick, called a hundred times every morals*;. 
But I looked backward, and find I have said this to* 
Itae. What care I? go to the dean and roast fte 
oranges. 

5. I dined to-day with my friend Lewis, and we »«■ 
deep in politics how to save the present ministry ; for 1 
am afraid of Mr. Secretary, as I believe I told you. I 
went in the evening to see Mr. Harley ? and, upon ny 
Word, I was in perfect joy. Mr. Secretary was just g» 
log out of the door ; but I made him come back, and 
there was the old Saturday club, lord keeper, Lord Bi- 
ters, Mr. Secretary, Mr. Harley, and I ; the first til* 
since his slabbing. Mr. Secretary went away; but! 
staid till nine, and made Mr. Harley show me M 
breast, and tell all the story: and I showed bhn tift 
archbishop of Dublin's letter, and defended him efise 
tually. We were all in mighty good humour. Lore 
keeper and I left them together, and I walked here site 
fiine, two miles, and I found a parson drunk fightiq 
with a seaman, and Patrick and I were so wise to par 
them, but the seaman followed him to QMsea, cursty 
at him, and the parson slipped into a*lqpBt, and I knoi 
no more. It mortified me to ^l«w\ti^ w& a 
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•retaken: A pretty scene far oae that jugt came from 
aitting with the peine ministers : I had no money in my 
pocket, and so could not be robbed. However, nothing 
hot Mr. Harley shall make me take such a journey 
again. We don't yet know who will be president in 
Lord Rochester's room. I measured and found that the 
penknife would hare killed Mr. Harley, if it had gone 
but half the breadth of my thumb nail lower; so near 
was he to death. I was so curious to ask him what were 
his thoughts, while they were carrying him home in the 
chair. He said, " he concluded himself a dead man." 
Be will not allow that Guiscard gave him the second 
iab, though my lord keeper, who is hfind, and I, that 
was not there, are positive in it. He wears a plaster 
still as broad as half a crown. Smoke how wide the lines 
are, but faith I don't do it ou purpose; but I have 
changed my side in this new Chelsea bed, and I don't 
know how, metbinks, but it is so unfit, and so awkward, 
never saw" the like. 

• 6. You must remember to enclose your letters in a 
Jair paper, and direct the outside thus : " To Erasmus 
Lewis, Esq. at my Lord Dartmouth's office at White- 
hall:" I said so before, but it may miscarry you know, 
yet I think none of my letters did ever miscarry; faith 
I think never one; among all the privateers and the 
storms: O faith, my letters are too good to be lost 
MD's letters may tarry, but never miscarry, as the old 
woman used to say. And, indeed, how should they mis- 
carry, when they never come before their time ? It was 
a terrible rainy day ; yet I made a shift to steal fair 
weather over head, enough to go and come in. I was 
early with the secretary, and dined with him afterward. 
In the morning I began to chide him, and tell him my 
fears of his proceedings. But Arthur Moore came up 
and relieved bias. But I forgot, for yaai&NtT\tt.v&5& 
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Arthur Moore. 4 But when I get Mr. Harley alone, 1 
will know the bottom. You will have Dr. Raymond W 
over before this letter, and what care you ? ** 

7. I hope, and believe my walks every day do me toil 
good. I was busy at home, and set out late this morn-pit 
ing, and dined with Mrs. Vanhomrigh, at whose lodging* £ 
I always change my gown and periwig. I visited thif*ci 
afternoon, and among others, poor Biddy Floyd, who ilk • 
very red, but I believe won't be much marked. As I "■ 
was coming home, I met Sir George Beaumont in tltf ^ 
PalWmall, who would needs walk with me as far as Buck-p 
ingham-house. I was telling him of my head : he said, 
" he had been ill of the same disorder, and by all meiof 
forbid mc bohea tea; which," he said, " always gave it f 
him; and that Dr. Radcliffe said it was very bad. 
Now I bad observed the same thing, and have left it cff 
this month, having found myself ill after it several times) 
and I mention it, that .Stella may consider it for her poor 
own little bead : a pound lies ready packed up and di- 
rected for Mrs. Walls, to be sent by the first convenience. 
Mr. Secretary told me yesterday, " that Mr. Harley 
would this week be lord treasurer, and a peer ;" so I 
expect it every day ; yet perhaps it may not be till par-, 
liament is up, which will be in a fortnight. 

8. I was to-day with the duke of Ormond, and re- 
commended to him the case of poor Joe Beaumont, who 
promises me to do him all justice and favour, and give 
him encouragement : and desired I would give a memo- 
rial to Ned Southwell about ir, which I will, and so tell 
Joe when you see him, though he knows it already by 
a letter I writ to Mr. Warburton.f It was bloody hot 
walking to-day. I dined in the city, and went and came 
by water ; and it jaioed so this evening again, that I 

* Brother to the earl of Drogheda. N. 
* Dr. Sirift's curate at LaracoT. B. S. 
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Ight I should hardly be able to get a dry hour to 
k home in. II! send to-morrow to ibe coffee-house 
a letter from MD ; but I would not have one me- 
rits, 'till this is gone, as it shall on Saturday. I 
ted the duchess of Ormond this morning; she does 
go over with the duke. I spoke to her to get a lad 
ched for the evil,* the son of a grocer io Capel-street, 
i Bell, the ladies have bought sugar and plums of him. 
t, Mary used to go there often. This is Patrick's 
ouDt ; and the poor fellow has been here some mouths 
h his boy. But the queen has not been able to touch, 
[ it now grows so warm, I fear she - will not at all. 
, go, go to the dean's, and let him carry you to Doc- 
nrook, and cut asparagus. Has Parvisol sent yon any 
> year ?f I cannot sleep in the beginnings of the 
iits, the heat or something hinders me, and I am 
wsy in the mornings. 

L Dr. Freind came this morning to visit Atterbury's 
f and children as a physician, and persuaded me to 
with him to town in his chariot He told me he had 
a an hour before with Sir Cholmley Bering, Charles 
ing's nephew, and head of that family in Kent, for 
ch he is knight of the shire. He said he left him 
Dg of a pistol-shot quite through the body, by one 
, ThomhiN.J They fought at sword and pistol th's 
iiing in Tuttle-fielda, their pistols so near that the 
szles touched. Thoruhill discharged first, and Bering 
ing received the shot, discharged his pistol as he was 
ing, so it went into the air. The story of this quar- 

It is somewhat pleasant to see a person of Dr. Swift's turn of 

king seriously mention a design of getting a a lad tonchedfor the 

." N. 

From Dr. Swift's garden at Laracor. D. S. 

Mr. Richard Thornhili was tried at the Old Bailey, May 10, 

, and found guilty of manslaughter. He was soon after killed on 

nham-greeo. See Journal, Aug 21 . N. 



81* JOURNAL TO STELLA. 

tdissolong. ThornUll had lost seres teeth by ft kick 
in the mouth from Bering, who bad first knocked hin 
down : this was above a fortnight ago. Bering was next 
week to be married to a fine young lady. This makes 
a noise here, but you won't value it. Well, Mr. Har- 
ley, lord keeper, and one or two more are to he made 
. tarda immediately ; their patents are now passing, and I 
read tbe preamble* to Mr. Barley's, full of bis praises. 
Lewis and I dined wkh Ford; I found the wins): two 
flasks of my Florence, and two bottles of six that Dr. 
Raymond sent me of French wine; he sent it to me t» 
'drink with Sir Robert Raymond, aad Mr. Harley Is bro- 
ther, whom I bad introduced him to ; but they never 
could find time to come : and now I have left the tows, 
and it is too late. Raymond will think It a' cheat. 
What care I, sirrah ? 

10. Pshaw, pshaw, Patrick brought me fdnr letters to* 
day : from Billy at Batb, Joe, Parvisol, and what was 
tbe fourth, who can tell ? Stand away, who'll guess ? 
who can it be ? Tou old man with a stick, can you tell 
who the fourth is from ? Iss, an please your honour, it * 

-is from one madam MD, number fourteen. Well, but I | 
can't send this away now, because it was here, and I 
was in town, but it shall go on Saturday, and this h 
Thursday night, and it will be time enough far We* 
ford. Take my method : I wrUe here to Parrisol to 
lend Stella twenty pounds, and to take her note promis- 
sory to pay it in half a year, &c You shall see, and 
if you want more, let me know afterward ; and be sme 
my money shall be always paid constantly too. Have 
you been good or ill house- wives pray ? 

11. Joe has written to me to get him a collector's 
place, nothing less ; he says all the world knows of 0J 

* Written by the dean . See it in V<A. Wi tf . 
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great intimacy with Mr. Harley, and that the smallest 
word to him will do. This is the constant cant of pup- 
pies who are at a distance, and strangers to courts and 
ministers. My answer is this $ which pray send : " That 
I am ready to serve Joe, as far as I can ; that I have 
spoken to the duke of Orraond, about his money, as I 
writ to Warburton ; that for the particular he mentions, 
it is a work of time, which 1 cannot think of at present. 
But if accidents and opportunities should happen here- 
after, I would not be wanting ; that I know best how 
far my credit goes ; that he is at distance and cannot 
judge ; that I would be glad to do him good ; and if 
fortune throws an opportunity in my way, I shall not be 
wanting." This is my answer ; which you may send 
or read to him. Pray contrive that Parvisol may not 
run away with my Iwo hundred pounds, but get Bur* 
ton's* note, and let the money be returned me by bill. 
Don't laugh, for I will be suspicious. Teach Parvisol 
to enclose, and direct,the outside to Mr. Lewis. I wity 
answer your letter in my next, only what I take notice 1 
of here excepted. I forgot to tell you, that at the court 
•f requests, to-day I could not find a dinner I liked* 
and it grew late, and I dined with Mrs. Vanhomrigty 

&e. 

12. Morning. I will finish this letter before I go to 
town, because I shall be busy, and have neither time 
nor. place there* Farewell, &c. &c. 



* Burton, a famous banker in Dublin. I). 5. 
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LETTER XXIII. 

Chelsea, May 12, 1711. 

I sent you my twenty second this afternoon in town. 
I dined with Mr. Harley and the ohl club, Lord Ri- 
ven, lord keeper, and Mr. Secretary. They rallied 
me last week, and said " i must have Mr. St. John's 
leave ;" so I writ to him yesterday, " that, foreseeing I 
should never dine again with Sir Simon Harcourt, knigld, 
and Robert Harley, Esq. I was resolved: to do it to-day." 
The jest is, that before Saturday next we expect they 
will be lords : for Mr. Harlej's patent is drawing, to be 
earl of Oxford. Mr. Secretary and I came away at 
seven, and he brought me to our town's end in his coach ; 
so I lost my walk. St. John read my letter to the com- 
pany, W*hich was all raillery, and passed purely. . 

13. It rained all last night and this morning as heavy 
as lead ; but I just got fair weathe/ to .walk to town be- 
fore church. The roads are all over in deep -puddle. 
The hay of our town is almost fit to be mowed. I went 
to court after church (as I always do on Sundays) and 
then dined with Mr. Secretary, who has engaged me 
for every Sunday : and poor MD diued at home upou- 
a bit of veal, and a pint of wine. Is it not plaguy in- 
sipid to tell you every day where I dine ; yet now I 
have got into the way of it, I cannot forbear it neither. 
Indeed, Mr. Presto, you had better go answer MD's let- 
ter, No. 14. I'll answer it wheu I please, Mr. Doctor. 
"What's that you say ? The court was very full this 
morning, expecting Mr. Harley would be declared earl 
of Oxford, and have the treasurer's staff. Mr. Harley 
never comes to court at all ; somebody there asked me 
the reason; " Why," said I, "the lord of Oxford knows.' 
He a/ ways goes to the cjueen by the back stairs.. I was 
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! for certain, your jackanapes, Lord Santry,* was 
id ; Captain Ca'riimock assured me so ; and now he's 
re again, they say ; but that shan't do: he shall be 
id to roe as long as he lives. Dick Tighe and I meet 
I never stir our hats. I am resolved to mistake him 
Witherington, the little nasty lawyer that came tip 
ne so sternly at the castle the day I left Ireland; 
ask the gentleman I saw walking with him, how' 
5 Witherington has been in town. 
14. I went to town to-day by water. The hail quite 
xmraged me from walking, and there is no shade in 
greatest part of the way : I took the first boat, and 
1 a footman my companion ; then went again by wa- 
, and dined in the city with a printer, to whom I lar- 
1 a pamphlet in manuscript, that Mr. Secretary gave 
The printer sent it to the secretary for his appro- 
ion, and he desired me to look it over, which I did, 
I found it a very scurvy piece. The reason I tell 
i so, is because it was done by your Parson Slap, 
ap, Flap, (what d'ye call him) Trap, your chancel- 
s chaplain. 'Tis called " A Character of the present 
of Whigs," and is going to be printed, and no doubt 
author will take care to produce it in Ireland. Dr. 
and was with me, and pulled out a two-penny pam- 
et just published, called " The State of Wit,"t gi- 
ig a character of all the papers that have come out of 
>. The author seems to be a whig, yet he speaks 
y highly of a paper called the Examiner s and says- 
le supposed author of it is Dr. Swift" But above- 
things he praises the Tattlers and Spectators ; and I 
[eve Steele and Addison were privy to the printing: 
it. Thus is one treated by these impudent dog?* 

Barry, baron of Santry, a title now extinct. N. 
See this pamphlet in vol. XXIV. N . 



25W JOURNAL TO STELLA. 

And that villain Curll has scraped up some trash, and 
calk it " Dr. Swift's Miscdlaniea,"* with the name at 
large : and I can get do satisfaction of him. Nay, Mr. 
Hark)' told roe M lie had read it 4" and only laughed a* 
me before lord keeper, and the rest. Since I came home 
I have been sitting with the prolocutor, Dean Atterbtuy, 
who is my neighbour over the way 5 but generally keeps 
in town with his convocation. 'Tis late, &c. 

1 5. My walk to town to-day was after ten, and pro- 
digiously hot : I dined with Lord Shelburne, and have 
desired Mrs. Pratt, who lodges there, to cany over Mis* 
Walls 9 tea ; I hope she will do it, and they talk of going 
in a fortnight. My way is this: I leave my best gown 
and periwig at Mrs. Vanhomrigh's, then walk up the 
Pall-mall, through the park, out at Buckingham bous* 
and so to Chelsea a little beyond the church : I set out 
about sunset, and get here in something less than an hour; 
it is two good miles, and just five thousand seven hun- 
dred and forty-eight steps; so there is four miles a day 
walking, without reckoning what I walk while I stay ia 
town. When I pass the Mall in the evening it is pro* 
digious to see the number of ladies walking there ; and 
I always cry shame at the ladies of Ireland, who never 
walk at all, as if their legs were of no use, but to be 
laid aside. I have been now almost three weeks here* 
and 1 thank Goddam much better in my head, if it does 
hut continue. I tell you what, if I was with y*u* 
when we weot to Stoyte at Don oy brook, we would only 
take a coach to the hither end of Stephen's green, and 
from thence go every: step on foot, yes faith, every, step; 
it would do : DDt goes as well as Presto. Every, bodjn 

» • * * 

* Four days before this, a volume of Miscellanies in prose and 
vefSe, without the name of any author, but consisting wholly of 
pieces written by Dr. Swift, had been published by Morphew. N. 

A In this passage DD sign\$etV»otaTJfadsy vn&$ta\l&. D; S» 
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teHs me I look better already ; for faith I looked sadly, 
thatVeertaio. My breakfast is milk porridge : I don't 
loVe it, faith I hate it, but 'tis cheap and wholesome ; 
and I hate to be obliged to either of those qualities for 
any thins;. 

. 16. I wonder why Presto will be so tedious in answer- 
ing MD's letters ; because he would keep the best to 
the last, I suppose. Well, Presto must be humoured, it 
rBiust be as he will have it, or tbere will be an old to do. 
Dead with heat, are not you very hot ? My walks 
make my forehead sweat rarely ; sometimes my morning 
journey is by water, as it was to-day with one parson 
Richardson, who came to see me, on his going to Ire- 
land ; and with him I send Mrs. Walls' tea, and three 
books I got from the lords of the treasury for the col- 
lege. I dined with Lord Shelburne to-day; Lady 
Kerry and Mrs. Pratt are going likewise for Ireland. 
Lord I forgot, I dined with Mr. Prior to-day, at his 
house, with Dean Atterbury, and others ; and came home 
pretty late, and I think I'm in a fuzz* and don't know 
what I say, never saw the like. 

1 7. Sterne came here by water to see me this morn- 
log, and I went back widi him to his boat. He tells 
toe, "" that Mrs. Edgworth married n fellow in her jonr- 
ofey to Chester :" so I believe she little thought of any 
body's box but her own. I desired Sterne to give me 
4irection8 where to get the box in Chester, which he 
lay* he will to-morrow, and I will write to Richardson 
to get it up there as he goes by, and whip it over. It 
Is -directed to Mrs. Curry : you must caution her of it, 
arid desire her to send it you when it comes. Sterne 
sfcys Jemmy Leigh loves London mightily ; that makes 
him stay so long, I believe, and not Sterne's business, 

* The Huitemhrot DubU*.. D> S. 
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which Mr. Harley's accident has put much backward 
We expect uow every day that he will be earl of Ox- 
ford and lord treasurer. His patent is passing; but 
they say, lord keeper's not yet, at least his son, young 
Harcourt, told roe so t'other day. I dined to-day pri- 
vately with my friend Lewis at his lodgings at Whitehall. 
T'other day at Whitehall I met a lady of my acquaint- 
ance, whom I had not seen before since I came to England : 
we were mighty glad to see each other, and she has en- 
gaged me to visit her, as I design to do. It is one Mrs. 
College; she has lodgings at Whitehall, having been 
seamstress to Ring William, worth three hundred a 
year. Her father was a fanatic joiner, hanged for tret- 
son in Shaftesbury's plot. This noble person and I were 
brought acquainted, some years ago, by Lady Berkeley. 
I love good creditable acquaintance ; I love to be the 
worst of the company : I am not of those that say, for 
want of company welcome trumpery. I was this even- 
ing with Lady Kerry and Mrs. Pratt at Vauxhall, to 
bear the nightingales; but they are almost past singing. 

] 8. I was hunting the. secretary to day in vain about 
some business, and dined with Colonel Crowe, late 
governor of Barbadoes, and your friend Sterne was the 
third: he is very kind to Sterne, and helps him in his 
business, which lies asleep till Mr. Harley is lord trea- 
surer, because nothing of moment is now done in the 
treasury, the change being expected every day. I sat 
with Dean Atterbury till one ojcloek after I came home ; 
so 'lis late, &c. 

19. Do you know that about our town we are mowing 
already and making hay, and it smells so sweet as we 
walk through the flowery meads ; but the hay-making 
nymphs are perfect drabs, nothing so clean and pretty 
as farther in the country. . There is a mighty increase 
of dirty wenches ija straw, tax* te I ta«w i^ioo, I 
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staid at home till five o'clock, and dined with Dean At- ' 
terbury : then went by water to Mr. Harley's, where 
the Saturday club was met, with the addition of the 
duke of Shrewsbury. I whispered Lord Rivers, " that 
I did not like to see a stranger among us," and the 
rogue told it aloud : but Mr. Secretary said, " the duke 
writ to have leave ;" so I appeared satisfied, and so we 
laughed. Mr. Secretary told me " the duke of Buck- 
ingham had beeu talking to him much about me, and de- 
sired ray acquaintance." I answered, " it could not be 
for he had not made sufficient advances." Then the 
duke of Shrewsbury said, " he thought that duke was 
not used to make advances." I said, "I could not 
help that ; for I always expected advances in proportion 
to men's quality, and more from a duke than other men." 
The duke replied, " that he did not mean any thing of 
Ins quality ;" which was handsomely said enough : for 
he meant his pride : and I have invented a notion to 
believe that nobody is proud. At teu all the company 
went away ; and from ten till twelve Mr. Haiiey and I 
sat together, where we talked through a great deal of 
matters I had a mind to*, .settle with him, and then walk- 
ed, in a fine moonshine night, to Chelsea, where I got 
by one. Lord. Rivers conjured me not to walk so late; 
feut I would, because I had no other way ; but I had 
no money to lose. 

. 20. By what lord keeper told me last night, I find he 
will not be made a peer so soon: but Mr. Harley's 
patent for earl of Oxford is now drawing, and will be 
done in three days. We made him own it, which he 
•did scurvily, and then talked of it like the rest. Mr. 
Secretary had too much company with him to day ; so I 
came away soon after dinner. I give no man liberty to 
swear or talk b — dy, and I fouud some of them were in 
cotiBtraint, so I left them to themfieJtae*. \ ^gli^^ 
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0trrj Whitsuntide, and pray tell me how foa pus 
away your time : but faith, you are going to Wexford, 
and I fear this letter is too rate; it shall go on Thurs- 
day, and sooner it cannot, I have so much business to 
binder me answering yours. Where must I direct in 
your absence ? Do you quit your lodgings ? 

2J. Going to town this morning, I met io the Pall- 
mall a clergyman of Ireland, whom I love very well, 
and was glad to see, and with him a little jackanapes of 
Ireland too, who married Nanny Swift, uncle Adam's 
daughter, one Perry ; perhaps you may have heard of 
him. His wife has sent him here to get a place from 
Lownds; because my uncle and Lowuds married two 
sisters, and Lownds is a great man here in the treasu- 
ry :* but by good luck I have no acquaintance with 
tlim : however, he expected I should be his friend to 
Lownds, and one word of mine, &e. the old cant But 1 
will not go two yards to help him. I dined with Mrs. 
Vanhomrigh, where I keep my best gown and periwig 
to put oo when I come to town and be a spark. 

22. I dined to day in the city, and coming home this 
evening, I met Sir Thomas Mtsel and Mr. Lewis in 
the park. Lewis whispered me, " that Mr. Harley's 
patent for earl of Oxford was passed in Mr. Secretary 
St John's office ;" so to-morrow or next day I suppost 
he will be declared earl of Oxford, and have the staff. 
This man has grown by persecutions, turnings out, and 
stabbing. What waiting, and crowding, and bowing, 
will be at his levee ? yet, if human nature be capable of 
so much constancy, I should believe he will be the same 
man still, bating the necessary forms of grandeur he 
must keep up. 'Tis late surrahs, and I'll go sleep. 

* Gay addressed some humourous verses, " To my very iogeBiou% 
and worthy friend William Lownds Esq. Author of that Celebrated 
Treatise in folio, called TV* U&&1 vl V&V» R . 
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. 23. Morning. I sat up late last night, and waked late 
to-day; but will now answer your letter in bed before £ 
go to (own, and will send it to-morrow ; for perhaps you 
mayn't go so soon to Wexford. — No, you are not out iu 
your number : the last was number 14, and &o I told 
you twice or thrice ; will you never be satisfied ? What 
shall we do for poor Stella ? Go to Wexford, for God's 
sake : I wish you were to walk there by three miles a 
(Jay, /with ,a good lodging at every mile's end. Walking 
ha* done me so much good, that I cannot but prescribe 
U often to poor Stella. Parvisol has sent me a bill for 
fifty pounds, which I am sorry for, having not written 
to him for it, only mentioned it two months ago ; but I 
hope he will be able to tell you what I have drawn up- 
on him for : he never sent me any sum before but one 
bill of .twenty pounds, half a year ago. Tou are wel- 
come as my blood to every farthing I have in the world : 
aad all that grieves me if, I am not richer, for MB'* 
sake, as hope saved. I suppose you give up your lodg- 
logs when you go to Wexford; yet that will be incon- 
venient too : yet I wish again you were under the ne- 
cessity of rambling the country till Michaelmas, faith. 
Xo» let .him keep the shelves, with a pox ; yet they are 
ejEdctiag people about those four weeks; or Mrs. Brent 
may have the shelves, if she please. I am obliged to 
your dean for his kind offer of leading me money. Wilr 
thai be enough to say ? A hundred people would lend 
me money, or to any mau who has not- the reputation of 
a scptanderer. O faith, I should be glad to be in the 
one kingdom with MB, however, although you were 
at Wexford. But I an* kept here by a most capricious 
fate, which I would break through, if I cottld do it with 
decency or honour.— To return without some mark of 
distinction, would look extremely little; and I would 
likewise gladly be somewhat rictax taut \ voou V«<ft\ 
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say no more, but beg you to be easy, 'till fortune take 
lier course, and to believe that MD's felicity is the great 
eod I am at in all my pursuits. Aud so- let us talk do 
more on this- subject, which makes me melancholy, aad 
that I would fain divert. Believe me, no roan breath- 
ing at present has less share of happiness in life than I: 
I do not say I am unhappy at all, but .that every thing; 
here is tasteless to me for want of being where I would 
be. And so a short sigh, and no more of this. Well, 
come and let's see what's next, young women. Pox take 
Mrs. Edgworth and Sterne : I will take some methods 
about that box. What orders would you have me give 
about the picture ? Can't you do with it as if k were 
your own ? Na> I hope Manley will keep his place ; for 
I hear nothing of Sir Thomas Frankland'a losing his. 
Send nothing under cover to Mr. Addison, but " To 
Erasmus Lewis, Esq. at my Lord Dartmouth's office at 
Whitehall." Direct your outside so. — Poor dear Stella, 
don't write in the dark, nor in the light neither, but dic- 
tate to Dingley ; she is a naughty healthy girl, and may 
drudge for both. Are you good compaoy together? 
and don't you quarrel too often ? Pray, love one another, 
and kiss one another just now, as Dingley is reading 
this ; for you quarrelled this morning just after Mrs. 
Marget had poured water on Stella's head : I heard the 
little bird say so. Well, I have answered every thing 
in your letter that required it, and yet the second side* 
is not full. I'll come home at night, and say more ; and 
to-morrow this goes for certain. Go, get you gone u> 
your own chambers, and let Presto rise like a modest 
gentleman, aud walk to town. I fancy I begin to sweat 
less in the forehead by constant walking than I used 
to do ; but then I shall be so sunburnt, the ladies won't 
like me. Come, let me rise, surahs, morrow. — At night* 
J dined with Ford to day aXYrata&^gs /wui I found 
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wine out of ray own cellar, some of my own chest of the 
great duke's wine : it begins to turn. They say wine 
with you in Ireland is half a crown a bottle. 'Tis as 
Stella says, uothing that once grows dear in Ireland ever ' 
grows cheap again, except corn, with a pox, to ruin the 
parson* I had a letter to day from the archbishop of 
Dublin, giving me farther thanks about vindicating him 
to Mr. Harley and Mr. SL John, and telling me a long 
story about your mayor's election, wherein I find he has 
had a finger, and giveu way to farther talk about him ; 
but we know nothing of it here yet. This walking to 
and fro, and dressing myself, takes up so much of my 
time, that I cannot go among company so much as for- 
merly ; yet what must a body do ? I thank God, I yet 
continue much better since I left the town ; I know not 
how long it may last. I am sure it has done me some 
good for the present. I do not totter as I did, but walk 
firm as a cock, only once or twice for a minute, I don't 
know how : but it went off, and I never followed it. 
Does Dingley read my hand as well as ever? Do you, 
sirrah ? Poor Stella must not read Presto's ugly small 
hand. Preserve your eyes, If you be wise. Your 
friend Walls' tea will- go in a day or two toward Ches- 
ter by one Parson Richardson. My humble service to 
Jier, and to good Mrs. Stoyte, and Catherine; and pray 
walk while you continue in Dublin. I expect your next 
but one will be from Wexford. God bless dearest MD. 

24. Morning. Mr. Secretary has sent his groom hither 
to invite me to dinner to day, &c. God Almighty for 
ever bless and preserve you both, and give you health, 
Sic. Amen. Farewell, &c. - 

Don't I often say the same thing two or three times la 

the same letter, sirrah ? • . , 

.. Great wit?, they say, have but short memories ; that's 

good vile conversation. » 

k3 - 
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LETTER XXIV. 

CUlsea, May, 24,1711. 

Mobiung. Once in my life the number of my. let- 
tera and of the day of the mouth is the same ; tha& 
lucky, boys ; that's a sign that things will meet, aod that 
ve shall make a figure together. What, will you still 
have the impudence to say London, England, because I 
say Dublin, Ireland? Is there do difference between 
Loudon aud Dublin, saucy boxes? I have sealed up my 
letter, and am going to town. Morrow, sirrahs. — At 
night. I diued with the secretary to-day - y we sat down 
between five and six» Mr. Harley's patent passed thk 
morning : he is now earl of Oxford, Earl Mortimer, and 
Lord Harley of Wigmore castle. My letter was sealed, 
er I would have told you this yesterday j but the public 
news may tell it you. The queen, for all her favour,, 
has kept a rod for him. in her closet this week ; I sup- 
pose he will take it from her though in a day or two> 
At eight o'clock this evening it raided prodigiously, as 
it did from five * however, I set out, and in half way the 
rain lessened, and I got home, but tolerably wet; and 
this is the first wet walk I have had in a month's time 
that I am here : bat however I got to feed, after a short 
visit to Atterbury. 

25. It rained this morning, and I went to town by 
water; and Ford aud I dioed with Mr. Lewis by ap- 
pointment. I ordered Patrick to bring my gown and 
periwig to Mr. Lewis, because I designed to go to see 
Lord Oxford, and 60 I told the dog ; but he never came* 
though I «taid an hour longer than I appointed : so I 
went in my old gown, and sat with him two hours, but 
could not talk over some business I had with him ; so he 
lm desited me to dine with him on Sunday^ and I must 



L 
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disappoint the secretary. My lord set me down at a 
coffee-house, where I waited for the dean of Carlisle's 
chariot to bring roe to Chelsea ; for the dean did not 
come himself, but sent me his chariot, which has cost me 
two shillings to the coachman ; and so I am got home, 
and Lord knows what is become of Patrick. I think I 
must send him over to you; for he is an intolerable ras- 
cal. If I bad come without a gown, he would have 
served me so, though my life and preferment should have 
lain upon it : and I am making a livery for him will cost 
me four pounds ; but I will order the tailor to-morrow 
to stop till farther orders. My Lord Oxford can't yet 
abide to be called " my lord;" and when I called him 
" my lord," he called me " Dr. Thomas Swift," which 
he always does when he has a mind to tease me. By a 
lecoad band, he proposed my being his chaplain, which 
I by a second hand excused ; but we had no talk of it 
to-day : but I will be no man's chaplain alive. But I 
must go and be busy. 

20. I never saw Patrick till this morning, and that 
only poce, for I dressed myself without him ; and when 
I went to town, he was out of the way. I immediately 
sent for the tailor, and ordered him to stop his hand in 
Patrick's clothes till farther orders. O, if it were in 
Ireland, I should have turned him off ten times ago ; and 
it is no regard to him, but myself, that has made me 
ke^p him so long. Now I am afraid to give the rogue 
bis clothes. .What shall I do ? I wish Ml) were here 
to entreat for him, just here at the bed's side. Lady 
Ashburnham has been engaging me this long time to dine 
with her, and I set to-day apart for it ; and whatever 
was the mistake, she sent me word, " she was at dinner 
and -undressed, but would be glad to see me in the after- 
noon;" so I dined with Mrs. Vanhorarigh, and would 
not go see her at aJJ, in a huff. My fcofc TSNsksora \* 
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turning sour with a vengeance, «nd I bare not drank 
half of it. As I was coming home to-night, Sir Thomas 
Mansel and Tom Harley met me in the park, and made 
me walk with tliem till nine, like unreasonable whelps; 
so I got hot here till ten : but it was a fine evening, sad 
the footpath clean enough already after this hard rain. 

27. Going this morning to town, I saw two old lame 
fellows walking to a brandy shop, and when they got to 
the door, stood a long time complimenting who should 
go in first. Though this be no jest to tell, it was an ad- 
mirable one to see. I diued to-day with my Lord Ox- 
ford and the ladies, the new countess, and Lady Betty, 
who has been these three days a lady born. My lord 
left us at seven, and I bad uo time to speak to him aboat 
some affairs; but he promises io a day or two we shall 
dine alone ; which is mighty likely, considering we ex- 
pect every moment that the queen will give him the staff, 
aud then he will be so crowded, he will be good for no- 
thing : for aught I know, he may have it to-night at 
council. 

28. I had a petition sent me t'other day from one 
Stephen Gernon, setting forth " that be formerly lived 
with Harry Tenison, who gave him an employment of 
gauger ; and that he was turned out after Harry's death, 
and came for England, and is now starving ,*" or, as he 
expresses it, "that the staff of life has been of late a 
stranger to his appetite." To-day the poor fellow call- 
ed, and I knew him very well, a young slender fellow 
with freckles in bis face; you must remember him; be 
waited at table as a better sort of servant. I gave him 
a crown, and promised to do what I could to help him 
to a service, which I did for Harry Tenison's memory. 
It was b****y hot walking to-day, and I was. so lazy I 
dined where my new gown was, at Mrs. Vanhomrigh's, 

*ad came back tike & fo©\, ^&<\ V\& tat& <& Ctartkk has 
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sal with me till eleven. Lord Oxford has not the staff 
yet. 

' 29. I was this morning ia town- by ten, though it was 
shaving day, and went to the secretary about some af- 
fairs, then visited the duke and duchess of Ormond ; but 
the latter was dressing to go out, and I could not see 
her. My Lord Oxford had the staff given him this 
morning; so now I must call him Lord Oxford no more, 
but lord treasurer: I hope he wiH stick there : this is 
twice be has changed his name- this week ; and I heard 
today in the city (where I dined) that he will very- 
sooo have the garter. Prithee, don't you observe how 
strangely I have changed my company and manner of 
Hviog ? I never go to a coffee-house ; you hear no more 
of Addison, Steele, Henley, Lady Lucy, Mrs. Finch, 
Lord Somers, Lord Halifax, &c. I think I have alter- 
ed for the better. Did I tell you, the archbishop of 
Dublin has writ me a long letter of a squabble in your 
town about choosing a mayor, aud that lie apprehended 
some censure for the share he had in it? I have not 
heard any thing of it here; but I shall not be always 
able to defend him. We hear your Bishop Hickman* 
is dead ; but nobody here will do any thing for me in 
Ireland ; so they may die as fast or slow as* they please. 
Well, you are constant to your deans, and your Stoyte, 
and your Walls. Walls will have her tea soon ; Parson 
Richardson is either going or gone to Ireland, and has 
it with him. I hear Mr, Lewis, has two letters for me : 
I could not call for them today, but will to-morrow ; and 
perhaps one of them may be from our little MD, who- 
knows, man ? who can tell ? Many more unlikely thing has 
happened. Pshaw, I wrke so plaguy little, I can hardly 

M Dr. Charles Hickman, bishop of Derry. N. 
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see it myself. Write trigger, sirrah* Presto. No, but 
I won't. O, you are a saucy rogue, Mr. Presto, you 
are so impudent. Come, de,ar rogues, let Presto go to 
sleep : I have been with the dean, aud 'tis near twelve. 

30. I am so hot and lazy after ray morning's walk, 
that I loitered at Mrs. Vanhomrigh's, where my best 
gown and periwig was, and out of mere listlessness dint 
there very often, so I did to-day ; but I got little AID!* 
letter, No. 15 (you see, sirrahs, I remember to tell the 
number) from Mr. Lewis, aod I read \t in a closet tbey 
Jend me at Mrs. Van's, and I find Stella is a saucy 
rogue, and a great writer, and can write finely still wheo 
her hand's in, and her pen good. When I came here 
to-night, I had a mighty mind to go swim after I wis 
cool, for my lodging is just by the river, aod I went 
down wih only my nightgown and slippers on at eleven* 
but came up agaiu ; however, one of these nights I will 
venture. 

31.1 was so hot this morning with my walk, that I 
resolve to do so no more during ibis violent Uirmog 
weather. It is comical, that now we happen to have 
such heat to ripen the fruit, there has been the greatest 
blast that ever was known, and almost all the fruit k. 
despaired of. I dined with Lord Shelburne; Lady".- 
Kerry and Mrs. Pratt are going to Ireland. I went this 
evening to lord treasurer, and sat about two hours with, 
kirn in mixed company ; he left us, and went to court, 
and carried two staves wilh him, so I suppose we shall 
have a new lord steward, or comptroller to-morrow;. 
I smoked that state secret out by that accident. I 
won't answer your letter yet, sirrahs, no, I won't ma- 
dam. , 

* These words in italics- are written in a large rwad'bajxl. P. 9, 
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June 1. I wisfrjrau a merry month of June. I dined 
again with the Vans and Sir Andrew Fountaine. I al- 
ways give them a flask of my Florence, whioh now be- 
gins to spoil, but His near an end. I went this after* 
ndbn to Mrs. Vedeau's and brought away madam Ding- 
ley's parchment and letter of attorney. Mrs. Vedeau 
tells me*, she has sent the bill a fortnight ago. I will 
give the parchment to Ben Tooke, and you shall send 
him a letter of attorney at your leisure, enclosed to Mr. 
Presto. Yes, I now think your mackarel is full as good 
■as ours, which I did not think formerly. I was bit 
nbout the two staves, for there is no new officer made 
-to-day. This letter will find you still in Dublin, I sup- 
pose, or at Dood) brook, or losing your money at Wain 9 
(how does she do ?) 

2. I missed this day by a blunder, and dining in the 

3* No boats on Sunday, never : so I was forced to 
walk, and so hot by the time I got to Ford's lodging, 
that I was quite spent ; I think the weather is mad. I 
could not go to church. I dined with the secretary as 
usual, and old Colonel Graham that lived at Bagshot 
heath, and they said it was Colonel Graham's house. 
Pshaw, I remember it very well, when I used to go for 
a walk to London from Moor park. What, I warrant 
you don't remember the Golden Farmer neither, Figgar- 
kickSoley? 

4. When must we answer this letter, this No. 15 of 
our little MD ? heat and laziness, and Sir Andrew 
Fountaine made me dine to-day again at Mrs. Van's ; 
and, in short, this weather is insupportable ; how is it 
with you ? Lady Betty Butler, and Lady Ashburnham 
sat with me two or three hours this evening in my closet 

*Thi§n interlined in the ori£n*\. Y>^» 
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boats after His dark: I had none last night. I dived 
to dip my head, and held my cap oo with both my hands, 
Cor fear of losing it Pas take the boats! Amen. 
'Tis near twelve, and so I'll answer your letter (it strikes 
twelve now) to-morrow morning. 

7. Morning. Well, now let us answer MD's letter, 
No. 15, 15, 15, 15. Now I have told you the number ? 
15, 15 ; there, impudence, to call names in the begin- 
ning of your letter, before you say, how do you do, Mr. 
Presto ? There's your breeding. Where's your man- 
ners, drrah, to a gentleman ? Get you gone, you couple 
of jades. No, I never sit up late now : but this abomi- 
, aafeie hot weather will force me to eat or drink some* 
thing that will do me hurt. I do venture to eat a few 
strawberries. Why then, do you know in Ireland that 
Mr. St John talked so in parliament ? your whig* are 
plaguily bit ; for he is entirely for their being all oat 
And are you as vicious in snuff as ever ? I believe, u 
you say, it does neither hurt nor good ; but I have left 
it off, and when any body offers me their box, I take 
about a tenth part of what I used to do, and then just 
smell to it, and privately fling the rest away. I keep 
to my tobacco still,* as you say ; but even much lest 
tf that than formerly, ouly mornings and evenings, and 
very seldom in the day. As for Joe, I have re- 
commended his case heartily to my lord lieutenant; 
and, by his direction, given a memorial of it to Mr. 
Southwell, to whom I have recommended it likewise. I 
can do no more, if he were my brother. His business 
will be to apply himself to, Southwell. And you mutt 
desire Raymond, if Price of Gaiaway comes to town, to 

* He dees not mean smoking, which he never practised, .bat snuf- 
fing up cut and dry tobacco, which sometimes was just coloured witfc 
Spanish snuff; and this he used all bis life, but would not own that 
fytovk muff. D. S, 
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desire him to wait on Mr. Southwell, as recommended 
by me for one of the duke's chaplain^ which was all I 
could do for him ; and he must be presented to the duke, 
and make bis court, and ply about and find out some va- 
cancy, and solicit early for it. The bustle about your 
mayor I had before, as I told you, from the archbishop 
of Dublin. Was Raymond not come till May 18 ? so 
he says fine things of me ? certainly he lies. I'm sure 
I used him indifferently enough, and we never once 
dined together, or walked, or were in any third place, 
only he came sometimes to my lodgings, and even there 
was oftener denied than admitted. What an old bill* is 
that you sent 'of Raymond's ? a bill upon one Murry 
in Chester, which depends entirely not only upon Ray* 
mond's honesty, but his discretion ; and in money mat* 
ters he is the last man I would depend on. Why should 
Sir Alexander Cairnes in London pay me a bill, drawn 
by God knows who, upon Murry in Chester ? I was at 
Cairnes', and they can do no such thing. I went among 
dome friends, who are merchants, and I find the bill 
must be sent to Murry, accepted by him, and then re- 
turned back, and then Cairnes may accept or refuse it 
as he pleases. Accordingly, I gave Sir Thomas Frank* 
land the bill, who has sent it to Chester, and ordered 
the poet-master there to get it accepted, and then send 
it back, and in a day or two I shall have an answer ; 
and therefore this letter must stay a day or two longer 
than I intended, and see what answer I get. Raymond 
should have written to Murry at the same time, to de- 
sire Sir Alexander Cairnest* to have answered such a 
bill, if il come. But Cairnes' clerks (himself was not 

* A bill for 2001. N. 

f Sir Alexander Cairpes, of MonaghaD, bart an eipinent banker, 
and fattier to Mary Lady Blaney, the wife to Cadwallader the. to* 
tenth lord. F. 
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at home) said, " that they had received do notice of il* 
and could do nothing ;" and advised me to send to Mar 
ry. I have been six weeks to-day at Chelsea, and you 

know it but just now. And so Dean thinks I write 

the Medley. Pox of his judgment ; 'tis equal to his ho> 
qesty. Tlien you han't seen the " Miscellany" yet. 
Why, 'tis a four shilling book : has nobody carried k 
over ? No, I believe Manley will not lose his place : 
for his friend in England is so far from being out, that 
he has taken a new patent since the post-office act ;*snd 
his brother Jack Manley here takes his part firmly ; 
and I have often spoken to Southwell in his behalf, and 
he seems very well inclined to him. But the Irish folks 
here in general are horribly violent against hi in. Be- 
sides, he must consider he could not send Stella wine if' 
he were put out. And so he is very kiud, and sends 
you a dozen bottles of wine at a time, and you win 
eight shillings at a time ; and how much do you 
lose ? No, no, never one syllable about that, I war* 
rant you. Why this same Stella is so unmerciful a 
writer, she has hardly left any room for Dingley. If 
you have such summer there as here, sure the Wexford 
waters are good by this time. I forgot what weather 
we had May 6th ; go look in my journal. We had 
terrible rain the 24th and 25th, and never a drop since. 
Yes, yes, I remember Berested's bridge ; the coach so? 
ses up and down as one goes that way, just as at* Hock* 
ley in the Hole. I never impute any illness or health 
I have to good or ill weather, but' to want of exercise, 
or ill air, or something I have eaten, or hard study, or 
sitting up ; and so I fence against those a* well as I can : 
but who a deuce can help the weather ? Will Seymour, 
the general, was excessively hot, with the sun shining 
full upon him : so he turns to the sun and says, 
"ffearkee, friend, you. YraA teitac $» wad rioeu cucum- 
ber* than plague me at iVna rote" &c. tarotaet >cas& 
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etting at the beat, a gentleman by said, " it was such 
eather as pleased God :" Seymour said, " Perhaps it 
my be ; but lha sure it pleases nobody else." Why, 
ffadam Dingley, the first-fruits are done. Southwell 
old me they went to inquire about them, and lord 
reasurer said they were done, and had been done long 
go. Aud I'll tell you a secret you must not mention, 
hat the duke of Ormond is ordered to take notice of 
hem in his speech to your parliament : and I desire 
rou will take care to say on occasion, " that my Lord 
Treasurer Harley did it many months ago, before the 
duke was lord lieuteuant." And yet I cannot possibly 
come over yet ; so get you gone to Wexford, and make 
Stella well. Yes,' yes, I take care not to walk late ; I 
never did but once, and there are five hundred people 
on the way as I walk. ' Tisdall is' a puppy, and I will 
excuse him the half hour he would 4alk with me. As 
for the Examiner, I have heard a whisper, that after 
that of this day, which tells what this parliament lias 
done, you will hardly find them so good. I prophecy 
they will be trash for the future ; and met h inks in this 
day's Examiner the author talks doubtfully, as if he 
would write no more. Observe whether the change be 
discovered in Dublin, only for your own Curiosity, that's 
ill. Make a mouth there. Mrs. Vedeau's business I 
have answered, and I hope the bill is not lost. Mor- 
row. 'Tis stewing hot, but I must rise, and go to towu 
between fire and water. Morrow, sirrahs both; morrow. 
At night. I dined to-day with Colonel Crowe, gover- 
nor of Jamaica, and your friend Sterne. I presented 
Sterne to my lord treasurer's brother, and gave him his 
case, and engaged him in his favour. At dinner there 
fell the swinginest long shower, and the most grateful to 
me that ever I saw : it thundered fifty times at least, and 
the air is so cool, that a body h ab\e to \w \ %&k\ 
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walked home to-night with comfort, and without dirt I 
went this evening te ford treasurer, and sat with bia 
two hours, and we were in a very good humour, and hi 
abused me, and called me Dr. Thomas Swift fifty timei| 
I have told you be 1 does that when he has a mind 
make me mad. Sir Thomas Frankland gave me U 
a letter from Murry, accepting my bill : so all is 
only by a letter from Parvisol, I find there are 
perplexities. Joe has likewise written to me, to 
me for what I have done for him ; and desires u I 
write to the bishop of Clogher, that Tom Ashe may] 
hioder his father* from beiag.portrief." J have writ 
and sent to Joe several times, that I will not 
myself at all about Trim. I wish them their lit 
but they do not deserve it : so tell Joe, and send to 
I am mighty happy with this rain : I was at the en4{ 
my patience, but now I live again. This cannot gat 
Saturday ; and perhaps I may go out of town with 
Shelburne and Lady Kerry to-morrow for two or 
days. Lady Kerry has written to desire it ; but 
morrow I shall know farther. O this dear rain, I 
not forbear praising it : J never felt myself to be 
vived so in my life. It lasted from three till five, 
as a horn, and mixed with hail. 

8. Morning. I am going to town, and will just 
this there, if I go into the country with Lady Kerrjr 
Lord Shelburne : so morrow, till an hour or two 
— In town, I met Cairnes, who, I suppose, will pay J 
the money ; though he says, I must send him the 
first, and I will, get it done in absence. Farewell, 

&c. ju: 

•Even Mr. Joseph Beaumont, the sob, was at this time *aj| 
man, whose gray locks were venerable ; consequently, his fathetfpW 
v6ry ancient ; and yet the father lived till about the year 17191 

D.S. i 
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-. - LETTER XXV. 

Chelsea^ June 9, 10, 11, 12 v 13, 14, 
15, lfj, 17, 18, 19,20. 

ye been all this time at Wfcomb, between O*- 
id London, wittf Lord Shelburae, who lias the 
i house at the town 1 ! end, and an estate/ there ill 
ous country. Lady Kerry and Mrs. Pratt weir 
, and we passed oui time well enough ; and' there 
ly disengaged myself from all public thoughts, 
jry thing but MD r who had the impudence to 
3 a letter there; but I'U.be revenged : I'll answer 
lis day, the 20th, I came from Wicomb with La- 
ry after dinner, lighted at Hyde-Park comer, and 
: it was twenty-seven miles, and we came it in 
ive hours* 

[ went at noon to see Mr. Secretary at his office, 
ire was lord treasurer : so I kiUedtwo birds, Sic. 

were glad to see one another, and so forth. And 
retary and I dined at Sir William YVyndham's, 
rried Lady Catharine Seymour,* your acquaint- 

suppose* There were ten of us at dinner. It 
1 my absence they had erected a club, and made 
; and we made some laws to day, which I am to 
and add to, against next meeting. Our meetings 
te every Thursday : we are yet but twelve: lord 

and lord treasuser were proposed; but I was 

them, and so was Mr. Secretary, though their 
) of it, and so they are excluded ; but we design 
t the duke of Shrewsbury. The end of our club 
vance conversation and friendship, and to reward 
ng persons with our interest and recommendation* 

* A daughter of the duke of Somerset N. 
XXI. Ii 
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We take id none but men of wit or men of interest 
and if we go on as we begin, no other club in this towi 
will be worth talking of. The solicitor general, Sir Ro- 
bert Raymond, is one of our club; and I ordered fata 
immediately to write to your lord chancellor in tmm 
of Dr. Raymond ; so tell Raymond, if you see btety 
but I believe this will find you at Wexford. This 1* 
ter will come three weeks after the last; so there k I 
week lost ; but that is owing to my being out of tow*; 
yet I think it is right, because it goes enclosed to Mr. 
Reading : and why should he know how often Presto 
writes to MD, pray ? — I sat this evening with Lafy 
Butler* and Lady Ashburnham,t and then came has* 
by eleven, and had a good cool walk ; for wee have bfl 
no extreme hot weather this fortnight, but a great dot 
of rain at times, and a body can live and breathe. 1 
hope it will hold so. We had peaches to day. * 

22. I went late to-day to town, and dined with raj 
friend Lewis. I saw Will Congreve attending at tlK 
treasury, by order, with his brethren the commissiom 
of the win? licenses. I had often mentioned him witt 
kindness to lord treasurer; and Congreve told me "tW 
after they had answered to what they were sent for, *t) 
lord called him privately, and spoke to him with grtJ 
kindness, promising his protection," &c. The poor ttfl 
said he had been used so ill of late years, that he wi 
quite astonished at my lord's goftduess, <fcc. and desire* 
me to tell my lord so; which I did this evening, andre 
commended him heartily. My lord assured nie " he Ifl 
teemed him very much, and would be always kind ft 
him; that what he eaid was to make Congreve easy 

* Daughter to James, duke of Ormond. Her ladyship, who had I 
very great appetite, and ate benrty suppers every night, lived to \* 
above ninety years of age. She never was married. N. 

* SiFter to the above lady. $e* \h* 3o\\Ttra\ oC Oct. 20^ 1710. 5. 
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tecause he knew people talked as if his lordship design- 
ed to turn every bo#y out, and particularly Coogreve ;" 
which indeed was true, for the poor man told me he ap- 
prehended it. As I left my lord treasurer, I called on 
Congrere, (knowing where he dined) and told him what 
hid passed between my lord and me : so I have made a 
worthy man easy, aud that is a good day's work. I am 
proposing to my lord to erect a society, or academy for 
oorrecting and settling our language, that we may not 
perpetually be changing as we do. He enters mightily 
into it* so does the dean of Carlisle ; and I design to 
write a letter to lord treasurer with the proposals of it, 
«0d publish it, and so I told my lord, and he approves 
it, Yesterday's was a sad Examiner, and last week was 
tory indifferent, though some little scraps of the old spi- 
rit, as if he had given some hints; but yesterday's ib 
all trash. It is plain the hand is changed. 
. 23. I have not been in London to-day : for Dr. Gas- 
tiel and I dined, by invitation, with the dean of Car- 
lisle, my neighbour ; so I know not what they are doing 
jo the World, a mere country gentleman. And are not 
you ashamed both to go into the country just when I 
did, and stay ten days, just as I did, saucy monkies ? 
but I never rode; I had no horses, and our coach was 
out of order, and we went and came in a hired one. 
Do you keep your lodgings when you go to Wexford ? 
I suppose you do ; for you will hardly stay above two 
months. I have been walking about our town to nighty 
and it is a very scurvy place for walking. I am think- 
ing to leave it and return to town now the Irish folks 
are gone. Ford goes in three days. How does Ding- 
ley divert herself while Stella b riding ? work, or read, 
or walk? Does Dingley ever read to you? Had you 
ever a book with you in the country 2 is all that left 
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off? confess. Well, I'll go deep, 'lis past eleven-, aixf 
I go early to sleep; I write nothing %t night but to Mtt 
24. Stratford and I, and pastoral Philips (just come 
from Denmark) dined at Ford's to-day, who paid h& 
way, and goes for Irelaud on Tuesday. The earl of 
Peterborow is returned from Vienna without one sft- 



vant : he left them scattered in several towns of Get- 
many. I had a letter from him, four days ago, frost 
Hanover, where he desires I would immediately send 
him an answer to his house at Parson's green, about five 
miles- off. I wondered what he meant, till I heard be 

■ 

was come. He sent expresses, and got here before therm 
He is above fifty, and as active as one of five-and-tweo- 
ty. I have not seen him yet, nor know when I shall, 
or where to find him. 

* 25. Poor duke of- Shrewsbury has been very ill of a 
fever : we were all in a fright about him : I thauk God, 
he is better. I dined to-day at Lord Ashburubam's 
with his lady : for he was not at home : she is a very 
good girl and always a great favourite of mine. Stetpe 
tells me, " he has desired a friend to receive your box 
in Chester, and carry it over." I fear he will miscarry 
in his business, which was sent to the treasury before he 
-was recommended ; for I was positive only to second 
his recommendations, and all his other friends failed him. 
However, on your account, I will do what I can for 
him to-morrow with the secretary of the treasury. 

26. We had much company to-day at dinner at lord 
treasurer's. Prior never fails : he is a much better 
courtier than I ; and we expect every day that he will 
be a commissioner of the customs, and that io a short 
time a great many more will be turned out. They 
blame lord treasurer for his slowness in turning people 
out, but I suppose he has his reasons. They still keep 
my neighbour Attex\>uTy \u tms^mfc t&qvx live deanery 
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*T Cbristchurcb, which has been above six months va- 
cant, and he is heartily angry. I reckon you are nor 
preparing for your Wexford expedition ; and poor 
Dingley is full of carking, and caring, and scolding. 
.How long will you stay ? shall I be in Dublin before 
you return ? dont fall and hurt yourselves, nor overturn 
•die coach. Love one another, and be good girls ; and 
drink Presto's health in water, Madam Stella ; and in 
•good ale,* Madam Dingley. 

27. The secretary appointed me to dine with him to- 
day, aud we were to do a world of business : he came 
M (bur, aud brought Prior with him, and had forgot the 
.appointment, and no business was done. I left him at 
•eight, and went to change my gown at Mrs. Vanhom- 
xighV: and there was Sir Andrew Founlainc at ombre, 
.with Lady Ashburoham, and Lady Frederick Schom- 

berg, and Lady Mary Schomberg, and Lady Betty 
Butler, and others talking: and it put me in mind of 
Abe dean and Stoyte, and Walls, and Stella at play, and 
Dingley and I looking on. I staid with them till ted, 
like a fool. Lady Ashburnham is something like Stella ; 
40 1 helped her, and wished her good cards. It is late, &c. 

28. Well, but I must answer this letter of our MD's. 
Saturday approaches, and I han't written down this side 
faith, Presto has been. a sort of a lazy fellow: but* 
Presto will remove to town this day se'nnight : the se- 
cretary, has commanded me to do so,' and I believe he 
and I shall go for some days to Windsor, where he will 
have leisure to mind some business we have together. 
.To-day our society (it must not be called a club) dined 
at Mr. Secretary's ; we were but eight, the rest sent ex- 
cuses, or were out of town* We sat till eight, and made 



* The Wexford ale is highly esteemed, which is Mated at \xv \fe\^ 
passage ; and the Wexford waters were pTescrfaejfe\&^to&&<. T*% ^« 
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some laws and settlements; and then I went to tab 
leave of Lady Ashburnham, who goes oat of town t* 
morrow, as a great many of my acquaintance are alrea- 
dy, and left the town very thin. I shall make but abort 
joumies this summer, and not be long out of Lomka. 
The days are growing sensibly shorter already, and A 
our fruit blasted. Tour duke of Ormond is still 4 
Chester ; and perhaps this letter will be with you ft 
soon as he. Sterne's* business is quite blown up : they 
stand to it to send him back to the commissioners of the 
revenue in Ireland for a reference, and all my crcdH 
could not alter it, although I almost fell out with the se- 
cretary of the treasury, who is my lord treasurer's coft- 
sin-german, and my very good friend. It seems every 
step he has hitherto taken hath been wrong; at Mt 
they say so, and that is the same thing. I am heartfljr 
sorry for it ; and I really think they are in the wroflg, 
and use him hardly ; but I can do no more. 

29. Steele has had the asurance to write to me, that 
I would engage my lord treasurer to keep a friend ef 
his in an employment : I believe I told you how he tod 
Addison served me for ray good offices in Steele's be- 
half; and I promised lord treasurer never to speak for 
either of them again. Sir Andrew Fountaine and'I dined 
to-day at Mrs. Vanhomrigh's. Dilly Ashe has been fa 
town this fortnight : I saw him twice ; he was four day's 
at Lord Pembroke's in the country, punning with him; 
his face is very well. I was this evening two or three 
hours at lord treasurer's, who called me Dr* Thentas 
Snift twenty times, that's his way of teasing. I left him 
at nine, and got home here by ten, like a gentleman t 
and to-morrow morning I'll answer your letter, sfrrahs. 



• Collector ofWUMov. P. 



JOURNAL TO STELLA. 247 

K Morning. I am terrible sleepy always io a morn- 
ing; I believe it is my walk overnight that disposes me „ 
to sleep ; faith 'tis now striking eight, and I am but just 
awake. Patrick comes early and wakes me five or six 
times, but I have excuses, though I am three parts 
ttkep. I tell him " I sat up late," or " slept ill in the, 
night," and often it is a lie. I have now got little MD's 
letter before me. No. 1 6, no more, nor no less, no mis* 
take. Dingley 6ays, " This letter won't be above six 
lines," and I was afraid it was true, though I saw it 
ftlkd on both sides. The bishop of Clogher writ me 
word " you were in the country, and that he heard you 
were well ;" I am glad at heart M D rides, and rides, 
and rides. Our hot weather ended in May, and all this 
month has been moderate : it was then so hot, I was not 
able to endure it ; I was miserable every moment, and 
faund myself disposed to be peevish and quarrelsome ; 
I believe a very hot country would make me stark mad- 
Tea, my head continues pretty tolerable, aud I impute 
it all to walking. Does Stella eat fruit ? I eat a little, 
but always repent and resolve against it No, in very 
hot weather I always go to town by water : but I con- 
stantly walk back, for then the sun is down. And so 
Mrs. Proby goes with you to Wexford, she's admirable 
.company : you'll grow plaguy wise with those you fre- 
quent. Mrs. Taylor, and Mrs. Proby ; take care of in- 
fection. I believe my two hundred pounds will be paid ; 
bat that Sir Alexander Cairnes is a scrupulous puppy : 
I left the bill with Mr. Stratford, who is to have die 
money. Now, Madam Stella what say you ? you ride 
every day ; I kuow that already, sirrah ; and if you rid 
every day for a twelvemonth,* you would be still better 
and better. No, I hope Parvisol will not have the im- 
pudence to make you stay an hour for the money ; if 
he docs J7i un-Parvisol him; pray \fcV. wbYam.. ^ 



* 
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Lord, how hasty we are ! Stella can't stay writing tad 
writiug ; she must write and go a cockhorse, pray now. 
Well, but the hones are not come to the door ; the fel- 
low can't find the bridle ; your stirrup is broken ; where 
did you put the whips, Dingley ? Marg'et, where have 
you laid Mrs. Johnson's ribband to tie about her ? reach 
me my mask : sup up this before you go. So, so, a 
gallop* a gallop, sit fast* sirrah, and don't ride hard 
upon the stones. Well, now Stella is gone, tell me, 
Dingley, is she a good girl ? and what news is that you 
are to tell me? No I believe the box is not lost: 
Sterne says, it is not. No, faith, you must go to We* 
Xord without seeing your duke of Ormond, unless you 
stay en purpose ; perhaps you may be so wise. I tell 
you this is your sixteenth letter ; will you never be sa* 
tisfied ? No, no, I'll walk late no move ; I ought less to 
venture it than other people, and so I was told, but I'll 
return to lodge in. town next Thursday. When you 
come from Wexford I would have you send a letter of 
attorney to Mr. Benjamin Tooke, bookseller in Loudon, 
directed to me, and he shall manage your affair. .1 
have your parchment safely locked up in London. O 
Madam SXella, welcome home; was it pleasant riding I 
did your horse stumble ? how often did the man light 
to settle your stirrup I ride nine miles ? faith you have 
galloped indeed. : Well, but where 's the fine thing yon 
promised me ? I have been a good boy, ask Dingley 
else. I believe you did not meet the fine-thing-man : 
faith you are a cheat. So you'll see Raymond and hit 
wife in town. Faith that riding to Laracor gives me 
hhprt signs, as well as you. All the days I have passed 
here, have been dirt to those. I have been gaining em> 
mies by the scores, and friends by the couples, which is 
against the rules of wisdom ; because they say, one enemy 
$au <Jo more hurt than leu fr\e\}4$ car Ao.f$*&« %^ V 
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ve had 1117 revenge at least if I get Dothiog^else^ And 
let fate govern. Now I think your letter is answered ; 
i mine will be shorter than ordinary, because it must 
U>-day. We have bad a great deal of scattering rain 

some days past, yet it hardly keeps down the dust. 
b have, plays acted in our town, and Patrick was at 
5 of them, oh, oh. He was damnably mauled one 
Y when he was drunk ; he was at cuff* with a- brother 
tman, who dragged him along, the Aoof upon Ms face, 
ich lodked for a week after as if he had the leprosy : 
1 1 was glad enough tasse it. I have been ten times 
ding him over to you ; yet now he has new clothes 
I a laced hat, which the hatter brought by his orders, 
I he offered to pay for the lace out of his wages.. I 

to dine to-day with Dilly at Sir Andrew Fountaine's, 
9 has bought 'a new house, and will be weary of it, 
half a year. I must rise and shave, and walk to 
n unless I go with the dean in his chariot at twelve, 
eh ifi too late : and I have not seen that Lord Petei- 
ow yet The duke of. Shrewsbury is almost well 
in* and will be abroad in a. day or two : what care 
1 ? there it is now ; you dont care foe ray friends, 
swell, my dearest lives and delights, I love you bet- 
than ever, if possible, as hope saved* I do, and ever 
l» God Almighty bless you ever, and make us happy 
sther ; . I pray for this twice every day ; and I hope 
1 will hear my poor hearty prayers. Remember, if 
m used ill and ungratefully, as I have formerly 
a, 'tis what I am. prepared' for, and shall not won- 

at it. Yet, I am . now envied, and thought in 
1 favour, and have every day numbers of ionsi- 
ible men teasing me to solicit for them. Arig the 
Kstry all use me perfectly well, and all that Know 
0, say they love me. Tet I can count upon aothta^. 
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uor will, bat upou MD's love and kindness. Tbcy ffaiafc 
me useful ; they pretended they were afraid of none 
but me ; and that they resolved to have me ; they have 
often confessed this : yet all makes little impression on 
me. Pox of these speculations ! they give me the 
spleen ; and that is a disease I was not born to. Let 
me alone, sirraha, and be satisfied : I am, as long as MI> 
and Presto are well : " Little wealth, and much health, 
and a rife by stealth •" that is all we want f and so fore- 
well, dearest MD ; Stella, Diugley, Presto, all together, 
bow and for ever all together. Farewell again aid 
again. 



LETTER XXVL 

Chelsea, June 30", 171 k 

Sec what large paper I am forced to take to write' to 
MD; Patrick has brought me none clipped;, but faith 
the next shall be smaller. I dined to-day, as I told you, 
with Ditty, at Sir Andrew Fountaine's : there were we 
wretchedly punning, and writing together to Lord Pem- 
broke. DiUy is just such- a puppy as ever; and itisso 
uncouth, after, so long an intermission. My twenty-fifth 
k gone this evening to the post. I think I will direct 
my next (which is this) to Mr. Curry's, and let then* 
send it to Wexford, and then the next enclosed to Read- 
ing. Instruct me how I shall do. I long to hear from 
you from Wexford, and what sort of place it is. The 
town gcow* very empty and dull. This evening I have 
had a letter from Mr. Philips, the pastoral poet,, to get 
him a certain- employment from lord treasurer, I have 
now had almost all the whig poets my solicitors : and I 
have been- useful to Con^we > $\&*\e**&&^w$i^\taii 
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I will do nothing-for Philips ; I find be is more a puppy 
than ever; so don't solicit for him. Besides, I will not 
trouble lord treasurer, unless upon some very extraordi- 
nary occasion* 

. July 1. Dilly lies conveniently for me when I come 
to town from Chelsea of a Sunday, and go to the secre- 
tary's; so I called at his lodgings this morning, and sent 
fcr my gowu, and dressed myself there. He had a let- 
ter from the bishop, with an account that you were 
«et out for Wexford the morning he writ, which was 
June 26, and he had the letter the 30th ; that was very 
quick : the bishop says, you design to stay there two 
months or more. Dilly had also a letter from Tom 
Ashe, Rill of Irish news : that your Lady Linden is dead, 
and I know not what besides, of Dr. Coghil* losing his 
drab, &c. The secretary is gone to Windsor, and I 
dined with Mrs. Vanhomrigh. Lord treasurer is at 
Windsor too ; they will be going and coming all sum- 
mer, while the queen is there, and the town is empty, 
and I fear I shall be sometimes forced to stoop beneath 
my dignity, and send to the alehouse for a diuner. 
Well, sirrahs, bad you a good journey to Wexford ? did 
you drink ale by the way ? were you never overturn- 
ed ? how many things did you forget ? do you lie on 
-straw in your new town where you are ? Cudsho, the 
next letter to Presto will be dated from Wexford. What 



* Dr. Marnraduke Coghil was judge of the prerogative court in 
Ireland. About this time he courted a lady, and was soon to have 
been married to her; but unfortunately a cause if as brought to trial 
before him, wherein a man was sued for beating hii wife. When the 
matter was agitated, the doctor gave his opinion, " that although a 
.maa had no right to beat bis wife unmercifully, jet that with such a 
little cane or switch as he then held in his Iiand, a husband was at 
liberty, and was invested with a power, to give his wife moderate cor- 
rection:" which opinion determined the lady against having the doc- 
tor. He died an old man, and a bacaeto^fcbo^VNkfc^tYVY^ ^.% * 

L 3 
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fine company have you there ? What new acquaint* . 
ance have you got? you axe to write constantly to 
Rn. Walls, and Mrs. Stoyte: and the dean said, shall 
we never hear from you? Yes, Mr. Dean,: we'll make 
bold to trouble yon with a letter. Then at Wexford; 
when you meet a- lady : Did your waters pats well this 
morning, madam? will Drogky drink them too ? Yes, I 
warrant ; to get her a stomach. I suppose you are aH 
gamesters at Wexford. Don't lose your money, sirrah, 
far from home. I believe I shall go to Windsor in a 
few. days ; at least, the secretary tells me so. He has a 
smalL house there, with just room enough for him and 
mt; and I would be satisfied to pass a few days there 
sometimes. Sirrah*, let me go to sleep, 'tis past twelve 
in our town. 

2. Sterne came to me this- morning, and tells me ht 
has yet some hopes of compassing bis business ; he was 
with Tom Harley the secretary of the treasury, and 
made him doubt. a little he was in the wrong; the poor 
man tells me, it will almost undo him if he fails. I call- 
ed this morning to see Will Gongreve, who lives much 
by himself, is forced to read for amusement, and cannot 
do it without a magnifying glass. I have set him very 
well with the ministry, and I hope he is in no danger of 
losing his place. I dined in the city with Dr. Freind, not 
among my merchants, but with a scrub instrument of im> 
chief of mine, whom I never mentioned to you, nor am 
like to de> You. are two little saucy Wexford jans, you 
are now drinking waters. You drink water*! yougp 
fiddlestick* Pray God send them to do you good; if 
not, faith next summer you shall come ta the Bath. * 

3. Lord Feterborow desired to see me this morning at 
nine; I had not seen him before since he came home, 
I met Mrs. Manley there, who was soliciting him to get 

some pension or reward for tax rcmc&Va the cause, fas/ 
writing her Atalantia, and ^raecAVVHt, &&, \v^y& \\. V 
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seconded her, and hope they^will do something for the 
poor woman. My lord kept me two hours upon poli- 
tics : he comes home very sanguine ; he has certainly 
done great things at Savoy and Vienna by his negotia- 
tions : he is violent against a peace, and finds true what 
I writ to him, that the ministry seems for k. He rea- 
sons well, yet I am for a peace.* I took leave of Ladjr 
Kerry, who goes to-morrow for Ireland ; she picks up 
Lord Shelburne and Mrs. Pratt at Lord Shelburne's 
house. I was this evening with lord treasurer; Tom 
Harley was there; and whispered me that he began to* 
doubt about Sterne's business ;. I told him he would find 
he was in the wrong. I sat two or three hours at lord 
treasurer's ; he rallied me sufficiently upon my refusing 
to take him into our club ; told a judge who was with 
us, that my name was Thomas Swift. I had a mind to 
prevent Sir H. Biella&js going to Spain, who is a most 
covetous cur, and I fella railing against avarice, and 
turned it so that he smoked me, and named Bellasis. I 
went on, and said it was a shame to send him, to which 

• 

he agreed, but desired I would name some who under- 
stood business and do not love' money, for he could not 
find them. I said " there was something in a treasurer 
different* from other men ;, that we ought not to 
make a man, a* bishop who* does not love divinity, or 
a general who does not love war.; and I wondered 
why the queen would make a man lord treasurer who 
does not love money. 9 ' He was. mightily pleased with 
what I said. He was talking of the first-fruits of Eng- 
land,, and I took occasion to tell him, "that I would 
not for a thousand pounds,, any body but he had got 
them > to Ireland, who got them for England too." He 
bid me " consider what a thousand pounds was ; I said; 

* These words, written in confidence Jo Stella, deserve <wjt \»a« 
tice. P' 8. 
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" I would have him to know, I valued a thousand pound* 
as little as he valued a million." Is it not silly to write 
all this ? but it gives you an idea what our conversation 
is with mixed company. I have taken a lodging m 
Suffolk street, and go to it on Thursday ; and design to 
walk the Park and the town to supply my walking here: 
yet I will walk here sometimes too in a visit now and 
then to the dean. When I was almost at home, Patrick 
told me he had two letters for me, and gave them to me 
in the dark, yet I could see one of them was from saucy 
MD. I went to visit the dean for half an hour; and 
then came home, and first read the other letter, which 
was from the bishop of Clogher, who tells me " the arch- 
bishop of Dublin mentioned in a full assembly of the 
clergy, the queen's granting the first fruits ; said it was 
doue by the lord treasurer ; and talked much of my 
merit in it:" but reading your's 1 find nothing of that: 
perhaps the biBhop lies, out of a desire to please me. 
I dined with Mrs. Yanhomrigb. Well, sirrahs, you are 
gone to Wexford, but I'll follow you. 

4. Sterne came to me again this morning to advise 
about reasons and memorials he is drawing up ; and we 
went to town by water together ; and having nothing to 
do, I stole into the city to an instrument of mine, and 
then went to see poor Patty Rolt, who has been in town 
these two months with a cousin of hers. Her life passes 
with boarding in some country town as cheap as she can, 
and when she runs out shifting to some cheaper place, or 
- coming to town for a month. If I were rich I would 1 
ease her, which a little thing would do. Some months 
ago I sent her a guinea, and it patched up twenty cir- 
cumstances. She is now going to Berkhamstead in 
Hert fords!* ire. It has rained and hailed prodigiottety 
to-day. ^vith some thunder. This is the last night I lie 
at Chelsea; and I got homeeA?\y^^*^vw»ta»ic* with 
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the desfeo, and eat victuals, having bad a very scurvy 
dinner. Ill answer your letter when I come to live In 
town. You shall have a fine London answer : but first . 
I'll go sleep, and dream of MD. 

London, July 6. This day I left Chelsea for govt 
(that's a genteel phrase) and am got into Suffolk-street. 
I dined to-day at our society, and we are adjourned for 
a month, because most of us go into the country : we 
dined at lord keeper's with young Harcourt, and lord 
keeper was forced to sneak off, and dine with lord trea- 
surer, who had invited the secretary aud me to dine 
with him : but we scorned to leave our company, as 
George Granville did, whom we have threatened to ex- 
pel: however, in the evening I went to lord treasurer,, 
and, among other company, found a couple of judges 
with him ; one of them, Judge Powel, an old /ellow with 
gray hairs, was the merriest old gentleman I ever saw, 
spoke pleasant things, and laughed and chuckled till he 
*ried again. I staid till eleven, because I was not now 
1o walk to Chelsea. 

6. An ugly rainy day ; I was to visit Mrs. Barton, 
then called at Mrs. Vauhomrigh's, where Sir Andrew 
Fountain*?, and the rain kept me to dinner, and there 
did I loiter all the afternoon, like a fool, out of perfect 
laziness, and the weather not permitting me to walk : 
but FU do so no more. Are your waters at Wexford 
good in this rain ? I long to hear how you are establish- 
ed there, how and whom you visit, what is your lodg- 
ing, what are your entertainments. Tou are got far 
southward; but I think you must eat no fruit while yon 
drink the waters. I eat some Kentish cherries t'other 
day, and I repent it already ; I have felt my head a 
little disordered. We had not a hot day all June, nor 
-since, which I reckon a mighty happiness. Have you 
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left a direction with Reading for Wexford ? I will, a* 
I said, direct this to Curry's* and the next to Heading, 
or suppose I send this at a venture straight to Wexford ? 
It would vex me to have it miscarry. I had a* letter to- 
uigbt iro»Parvisol, " that White ha»paid me mast of Boy 
remaining money;" and another from Joe, " that they 
have had their election at Trim," hut not a word who is 
chosen portrieve. Poor Joe is full of complaints, say* 
" he has enemies, and fears he will never, get his two hun- 
dred pounds ;" and I fear so too, although I have done 
what I could. I'll answer your letter when I think fit, 
when saucy Presto thinks fit, sirrahs. I ah't at leisure 
yet ; when I have nothing to do, perhaps I may vouch- 
safe. O lord the two Wexford ladies ; I'll go dream; 
of you both. 

7. It was the dismalest rainy day" I ever saw f I 
weut to the secretary in the morning, and he was gone 
to Windsor. Theu it began raining, and I struck into 
Mrs. Vanhomrigh's, and dined, and staid, till night, very 
dull and insipid. I hate this town in summer ; VU 
leave it for a while if I can have time. 

8. I have a fellow of your town, one Tisdall,. lodges 
in the same house with me. Patrick told me u Squire 
Tisdall and his lady lodged here :" 1 pretended I ne- 
ver beard of him, but I knew his ugly face, and sav 
him at church in the next pew to me, and he often look- 
ed for a bow, but it would not do. I think he lives is 
Capel-street, and has an ugly fine wife in a fine coach 
Dr; Freuid and I dined in the city by invitation, and I 
drank punch, very good, but it makes me liot. Peopk 
here are troubled with agues by this continuauee of wet 
cold weather ; but I am glad to find the season so tern* 
perate. I was this evening to see Will Coogreve^who. 

is a very agreeable companion. 
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0. I was to-day in the cky, and diued with Mr. 
Stratford, who tells me Sir Alexander Cairnes makes 
difficulties about paying my bill, so that I cannot give 
order yet to Farvisol to deliver up the bond to Dr. 
Raymond. To-morrow I shall have a positive answer ; 
that Cairnes is a shuffling scoundrel ; and several mer- 
chants have told me so : what can one expect from a- 
Scot and a fanatic ? I was at Bateman's the book- 
seller's, to see a fine old library he has bought? and my. 
fingers itched, as your's would do at a china shop ; but 
I resisted, and found every thing too dear, and I have 
footed away too much money that way already. So 
go and drink your waters, saucy rogue, and make your- 
self well ; and pray walk w&le you are there : I have 
a notion there is never a good walk in Ireland.* Do] 
you find all places without trees P Fray observe the 
inhabitants about Wexford ; they are old English ; see 
what they have particular in their manners, names, and 
language; magpies have been always there, and no 
where else ia Ireland,! till of late years. They say the 
cocks and dogs go to sleep at noon, and so do the peo- 
ple. Write your travels, and* bring home good eyes* 
and health. 

10.- 1 dined to-day with lord treasurer : we did not 
sit down till four. I despatched three businesses with 
bias, and forgot a fourth. I tliink I have got a friend 
an employment ; and besides I made him consent to let 
me bring Congreve to dine with him. You must un- 
derstand I have a mind to do a small thing, only turn 
out all the queen's physicians : for in my conscience 
they wHl soon kill her among them. And I must talk 

* In Ireland there are not public paths from place to place i at- ill 
England. D. S. 
f They are now common every where. D. S. 
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6*tr that natter with some people. My lord treasure 
told me, "the queen and he between them have k 
the paper about the first-fruits ;" but desires I will 1 
the bishops knew it shall be done with the first oppori 
oitjr. 

11. I dined to-day with neiglibour Van, and walk 
pretty well in the park this evening. Stella, hus 
don't you remember, sirrah, you used to reproach : 
about meddling in other folks' affairs. I have enow 
of it now : two people came to me to-night in the pi 
to eogage me to speak to lord treasurer in their bebs 
and I believe they make up fifty who have asked 
the same favour. I am hardened, and resolved 
trouble him, or any other minister, less than ever. A 
I observed those who have ten times more credit thai 
will not speak a word for any body. I met yesterc! 
the poor lad I told you of, who lived with Mr. Tenk 
who has been ill of an ague ever since I saw him. 
looked wretchedly, and was exceeding thankful for 1 
a crown I gave him. He had a crown from me befi 

12. I dined to-day with young Manley iu the c: 
who is to get me out a box of books and a hampei 
wine from Hamburgh. I inquired of Mr. Stratf< 
who tells me that Cairnes has not jet paid my two h 
dred pounds, but shams and delays -from day to <3 
Young Manley's wife is a very indifferent person c 
young woman, goggle-eyed, and looks like a fool ; 
be is a handsome fellow, and married her for love a 
a long courtship, and she refused him until he got 
last employment. I believe I shall not be so good a I 
for writing as I was, during your stay at Wexford, 
less I may send my letters every second time to C 
ry's ; pray let me know. This, I think, shall go th 
0r why not to Wexford itself ? that's right, and so it a 



JOURNAL TO STELLA. OS* 

this next Tuesday, although it costs you teto-pene& 
What care I ? 

13. This toad of a secretary is came, from Windsor, 
and I can't find bim ; and he goes back on Sunday, and 
I can't see him to-morrow. I dined scurvily to day 
with Mr. Lewis and a parson : and the n went to see 
lord treasurer, and met him coming from ink house in his 
coach : he smiled, and I shrugged, and we smoked each 
other ; and so my visit is paid. I now confine myself 
to. see him only twice a week : he has invited me to 
Windsor, and between two stools, &c. I'll go live at 
Windsor, if possible, that's poz. I have always the luck 
to pass my summer in London. I called this evening 
to see poor Sir Matthew Dudley, a commissioner of the 
fcustoms ; I know he is to be out for certain : he is in 
topes of continuing : I would not tell him bad news, 
but advised him to prepare for the worst. Dilly was 
With me this morning, to invite me to dine at Kensing- 
ton on Sunday with Lord Mountjoy, who goes soon for 
Ireland. *Your late Chief Justice Broderick is here, 
and they say violent as a tyger. How is party among 
you at Wexford ? are the majority of ladies for the 
late or present ministry ? write me Wexford news, and 
love Presto, because he's a good boy. 

14. Although it was shaving-day,. I walked to Chel- 
•sea, and was there by nine this morning ; and the dean 
of Carlisle and I crossed the water to Battersea, and 
went in his chariot to Greeuwich, where we diued at 
'Br. Gastrel's, and .passed the afternoon at Lewisham, at 
the dean of Canterbury's ;* and there I saw Moll Stan- 
Jtope, who is grown monstrously tall, but not so hand- 
some as formerly. It is the first little rambling journey 
I have had this summer about London, and they are the 

* The justly celebrated Dr. Stanhope, Wteix Vwax <A\jk*\s8q»s&- 
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agreeablest pastimes one can have, in a friend's coach, 
and to good company. Bank stock is fallen three or 
four per cent, by the whispers about the town, of the 
queen's being ill, who is however very well. 

15. How many books have you carried with you to 
Wexford ? what, not one single book ? oh, but your time 
will be so taken up; and you can borrow of the parson. 
I dined to-day with Sir Andrew Fouutaiue and Dilly, at 
Kensington, with Lord Mountjoy ; and in the afternoon 
Stratford came there, and told me my two hundred 
pounds was paid at last ; so that business is ever, and I 
am at ease about it : and I wish all your money was in 
the bank too. I'll have my t'other hundred pounds 
there, that is in Hawkshaw Ybands. Have you had the 
interest of it paid yet? I ordered Parvisol to do it 
What makes Presto write so crooked? I'll answer your 
letter to-morrow, and send it on Tuesday. Here's hot 
•weather come again, yesterday and to-day; fine drink- 
ing waters now. We had a sad pert dull parson at Ken- 
sington to-day. I almost repent my coming to town : I 
want the walks I fyad. 

16. I dined in the city to-day with a hedge acquaint- 
ance, and the day passed without any consequence. I'H 
answer your letter to-morrow. 

17. Morning. I have put your letter before me, and 
am going to answer it. Hold your tongue : stand by. 
Your weather and ours were not alike ; we had not a 
bit of hot weather in June, yet you complain of St on 
the 19th day. What, you used to love hot weather 
tiieu ? I could never endure k : I detest and- abominate 
it. I woujd not live in- a hot country to be king r of it. 
What a splutter you keep about my bonds with Ray- 
mond, and all to affront Presto ; Presto will be suspicious 
of every thing but MD, in spite of your little nose. Soft 

tod fair, madam Stella, Ww -? wx ge&s^ w«vj Sn ^<*k 
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spleen aud jour rage about repenting my journey and 
preferment here, arid sixpence a dozen, and nasty Eng- 
land, and Laracor all my life. Hey dazy, will you 
never hare done ? I bad no offers of any living. Lord 
keeper told me some months ago, " he would give me 
one when I pleased ;" but I told him, " I would not 
take any from him ;" and the secretary, told me t'other 
day, " he had refused a very good one for me ; but it 
was in a place he did not like;" and I know nothing of 
getting any thing here, and, if they would give me leave, 
I would come over just now. Addison, I hear, has 
changed his mind about going over ; but I have not seed 
him these four months. O ay, that's true, Dingley: 
that's like herself : millions of businesses to do before 
she goes. Yes, my head has been pretty well, but 
threatening within these two or three days, which I im- 
pute to some fruit I ate ; but I will eat no more : not a 
bit of any sort. I suppose you had a journey without 
dust, and that was happy. I*long for a Wexford letter ; 
but must not think of it yet : your last was finished but 
three weeks ago. It is d — d news you tell me of Mrs, 

F ; it makes me love England less a great deal. I 

know nothing of the trunk being left or taken ; so. 'tis 
odd enough, if the things in it were mine ; and I think 
I was told that there were some things for me, that my 
mother left particularly to me. I am really sorry for 

; that scoundrel — — will have his estate after bis 

mother's death. Let me know if Mrs. Walls has got her 
tea*: I hope Richardson staid in Dublin' ti'l it came. 
Mrs. Walls needed not have that blemish in her eye ; for 
I am not in love with her at all. No, I don't like any 
thing in the Examiner after the 45th, except the first 
part of the 46th ; all the rest is trash ; aud if you like 
them, especially the 47th, your judgment is spoiled by 
ill company and want of reading; ^\\\c\\\ tto&Tuwfevs.- 



?02 JOURNAL TO STELLA. 

17 for than you think: mod I have spent fourteen years 
in improving you to little purpose. (Mr. Tooke ia come 
here, and I must stop.) At night. I dined with lord 
treasurer to-day, and he kept me till nine ; so I cannot 
'send this to-night, as I intended, nor write some other 
letters. Green, his surgeon, was there, and dressed hb 
breast; that is, put on a plaster, which is still requisite: 
and I took an opportunity to speak to him of the queen ; 
but he cut me short with this saying, Laissex fmrt I 
dm Antoine ; which is a French proverb, expressing, 
" Leave- that to me." I find he is against her taking 
much physic ; and I doubt he cannot persuade her to 
lake Dr. Radcliffe. However, she is very well now, 
and all the story of her illness, except the first day or 
two, was a lie. We had some business, that company 
hindered us from doing, though he is earnest for it, yet 
would not appoint me a certain day, but bids me come 
at all times till we can have leisure. This takes up a 
great deal of my time, and I can do nothing I would do 
for them. I was with the secretary this morning, and we 
both think to go next week to Windsor for some days, to 
despatch an affair, if we can have leisure. Sterne met 
me just now in the street by his lodgings, and I went in 
for an hour to Jemmy Leigh, who loves London dearly: 
he asked after you with great respect and friendship. 
To return to your letter. Your Bishop Mills* hatei 
me mortally : I wonder he should speak well of me, 
having abused me in all places where he went. So yoa 
pay your way. Cudsho : you l)ad a fine supper, I war- 
rant; two pullets, and a bottle of wine, and some. cur- 
rants. It is just three weeks to day since you set out 
to Wexford ; you were three days going, and I don't ex- 
pect a letter these ten days yet, or rather this fortnight, 

* Bishop otWaterfOT^lWT— 1740. N. 
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I got a grant of the Gazette for Ben Tooke this morn- 
ing from Mr. Secretary: it will be worth to him a hun- 
dred pounds a year. 

18. To day I took leave of Mrs. Barton, who is go- 
ing into the country; and I dined with Sir John Stan- 
ley, where I have not been this great while. There 
dined with us Lord Rochester, and his fine daughter, 
Lady Jane,* just growing a top toast. I have been en- 
deavouring to save Sir Matthew Dudley, but fear I can- 
not. I walked the Mall she times to-night for exercise, 
and would have done more; but as empty as ^he town 
is, a fool got hold of roe, and so I came home, to tell you 
this shall go to-morrow, without fail, and follow you to 
Wexford like a dog. 

19. Dean Atterbury sent to me to dine with him at 
Chelsea ; I refused his coach, and walked, and am come 

' back by seven, because I would finish this letter, and 
some others I am writing. Patrick tells me, " the maid 
said one Mr. Walls, a clergyman, a tall man, was here to 
visit me." Is it your Irish archdeacou? I shall be 
sorry for it; but I shall make a shift to see him seldom 
enough, as I do Dilly. What can he do here ? or is it 
somebody else ? The duke of Newcastlef is dead by 
the fall he had from his horse. God send poor Stella 
her health, and keep MD happy. Farewell, and love 
Presto, who loves MD above all things, ten million of 
times. God bless the dear Wexford girls. Farewell 
again, <tc. 

• Lady Jane Hyde was married Nov. 27, 1718. tt IVilliam CafeJ, 
carl or Essex ; and died Jan. 3, 1723-4. D. S. 
f Lord privy seal. F. 
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LETTER XXVII. 

« 

London, July lfr, 1711. 

I have just seat my 26th, and have nothing to ssy, 
because I have other letters to write j (pshaw, I begin 
too high) but I must lay the beginning like a nesteggj 
to-morrow 1*11 say more, and fetch up this line to be 
straight. This is enough at present for tiro dear saner 
naughty girls. 

20. Have I told you that Walls has been with me, 
and leaves the town in three days. He has brought do 
gown with him. Dilly carried him to a play. He has 
come upon a foolish errand, and goes back as he comes. 
I was this day with Lord Peterborow, who is going 
another ramble : I believe I told you so. I dined with 
lord treasurer, but cannot get him to do his own business 
with me; he has put me off till tomorrow. 

21, 22. I dined yesterday with lord treasurer, wbo 
would needs take me along with him to Windsor, al- 
though I refused him several times, having no linen, && 
I had just time to desire Lord Forbes to call at my 
lodging, and order my man to send my things to 
day to Windsor, by his servant. I lay last night at the 
secretary's lodgings at Windsor, and borrowed one of his 
shirts to go to court in. The queen is very well. I 
dined with Mr. Masham ; and not hearing any. thing 
of my things, I got Lord Winchelsea to bring me to 
town. Here I found that Patrick had broke opeu the 
closet to get my linen and nightgown, and sent them to 
Windsor, aud there they are ; and he not thinking t 
would return so soon, is gone upon his rambles : so here 
I am left destitute, and forced to borrow a nightgown of 
my landlady, and have not a rag to put on tomorrow* 

faith, it gives mc the sp\m\. 
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25. Morning. It is a terrible rainy day, and rained 
prodigiously on Saturday night. Patrick lay out last 
night, and is not yet returned : faith, poor Presto is a 
desolate creature; neither servant nor linen, nor any 
thing. — Night. Lord Forbes's man has brought back 
my portmanteau, and Patrick is come ; so I am in Chris- 
tian circumstances: I shall hardly commit such afrolick 
again. I just crept out to Mrs. Van's, and dined, and 
staid there the afternoon i it has rained ell this day. 
Windsor is a delicious place : I never saw it before, ex- 
cept for«an hour, about seventeen years ago. Walls has 
been here in my absence, I suppose to take his leave ; 
for he designed not to stay above ^ve days in London. 
He says, he and his wife will come here for some months 
next year ; and, in short, he dares not stay now for fear 
of her. 

24. I dined to day with a hedge friend in tin* city \ 
and Walls overtook me in the 6treet, and told mc he was 
just getting on horseback for Chester. He has as much 
curiosity .as a cow : he lodged with his horse in Alders- 
gate-street : he has bought his wife a silk gown, and him- 
self a hat. And what are you doing ? what is poor MD 
doing now ? how do you pass your time. at Wexford ? 
how do the waters agree with you ? let Pietto know soon ; 
for Presto longs to know, and must know* Is notmndam 
Proby curious company ? I am afraid this rainy weather 
will spoil your waters. We have had a great deal of 
wet these three days. Tell me all the particulars of 
Wexford ; the place, the company, the diversions, the 
victuals, the wants, the vexations. Poor Dingley never 
•aw such a place in her life; sent all over the town for 
a little parsley to a boiled chicken, and it was not to be 
bad : the butter is stark naught, except an old English 
womau's ; and it is such a favour to get a pound from 
her now and then. J am glad you c&m&& tarc\*i ^*st 

VOL. XXf, m 
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sheets with you, else you must have lain in sackcloth. 
O Lord! 

25. I was this afternoon wkh Mr. Secretary at his 
office, and helped to hinder a man of his pardon, wbo 
is condemned for a rape. The under secretary was Til- 
ling to save him, upon an old notion that a woman can- 
not be ravished : but I told the secretary, lie could not 
pardon him without a favourable report from the judge; 
besides, he was a fiddler, aud consequently a rogue, and 
ck served hanging for something else; aud so be shall 
swing. What: I must stand up for the honous of the 
fair sex ? 'Tis true, the fellow had lain with her a hun- 
dred times before ; but what care I for that? what! 
must a woman be ravished because she is a whore ?■— 
The secretary and I go on Saturday to Windsor for a 
week. I dined with lord treasurer, and staid with him 
till past ten. I was to day at his levee, where I went 
against my custom, because I had a mind to do a good 
office for a gentleman : so I talked with him before my 
lord, that he might see me, and then found occasion to 
recommend him this afternoon. I was forced to excuse 
my comiDg to the levee, that I did it to see the sight; for 
he was going to chide me away : I had never been there 
before but once, and that was long before he was trea- 
surer. The rooms were all full, and as mauy whigs as 
tories. lie whispered me a jest or two, and bid me come 
to dinner. I left him but just now, and 'tis late. 
. 26. Mr. Addison and I have at last met again. I 
dined with him and Steele to day at young Jacob Ton- 
son's. The two Jacobs think it is I who have made the 
secretary take from them the printing of the Gazette, 
which they are going to lose, and Ben Tooke and another 
are to have it. Jacob came to me t'other day, to make 
his court ; but I told him, " it was too late, and that it 
Has uot my "doinj;." I teckaw vhey will lose it in a 
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week or two, Mr. Addison and I talked as usual, and 
as if we had seen one another yesterday ; and Steele and 
I were very easy, though I writ him a biting letter, in 
answer to one of his, where he desired me to recommend 
a friend of his to lord treasurer. Go, get you gone to 
your waters, sirrah. Do they give you a stomach ? Do 
you eat heartily ? — We had much rain to day and yes- 
terday. 

27. I dined to day in the city, and saw poor Patty 
Rolt, and gave her a pistole to help her a little forward 
against'she goes to board in the country. Site has but 
eighteen pounds a year to live on, and is forced to seek 
out for cheap places. Sometimes they raise their price, 
and sometimes they starve her, and then she is forced to 
shift. Patrick, the puppy, put too much ink in my stand- 
ish, and carrying too many things together, I spilled it 
on my paper and floor. * The town is dull, and wet, and 
«rapty : Wexford is worth two of it ; I hope so at least, 
and that poor little MD finds it so. I reckon upon go- 
ing to Windsor to-morrow with Mr. Secretary, unless he 
changes his mind, or some other business prevents him. 
I shall stay there a week, I hope. 

28. Morning. Mr. Secretary sent me word he will call 
at my lodgings by two this afternoon, to take me to Wind- 
sor, so I must dine no where ; and I promised lord trea- 
surer to dine with him to day ; but I suppose we shall 
dine at Windsor at five, for we make but three hours 
there. I am going abroad, but have left Patrick to put 
up by things, and to be sure to be at home half an hour - 

before two. Windsor, at night. We did not leave 

London till three, and dined here between six and se- 
ven ; at niue I left the company, and went to see lord 
treasurer, who is just come. I chid him for coming so 
late ; he chid me for not dining with him : said, he staid 
an hour for me. Then I went and sat wVwx Vvto^fct* 
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Lewis till just now, and His past eleven. I Ke in lite 
same house with the secretary, one of the prebendary's 
houses. The secretary is uot come from his apartment 
in the castle. Do you think that abomiuable dog Pat- 
rick was out after two to day, aud I iu a fright every 
moment for fear the chariot should come ; and when lie 
came in he had not put up one rag of my things : I never 
was in a greater passion, and would certainly have cropt 
one of his ears, if I had not looked every moment for 
the secretary, who seut his equipage to my lodging be- 
fore, and came in a chair from Whitehall to me, and hap- 
pened to stay half an hour later than he intended. Qoe 
of lord treasurer's servants gave me a letter from *****, 
with an offer of fifty pounds, " to be paid me in what 
manner I pleased; because," he said, " he desired to be 
well with me. 1 ' I was in a rage : but my friend Lewis 
cooled me, and said, u it is what the best men sometimes 
meet with ;" and I have been not seldom served in tbe 
like manner, although not so grossly. In these cases I 
never demur a moment ; nor ever found the least incli- 
nation to take any tiring. Well, I'll go try to sleep in 
my new bed, and to dream of poor Wexford MD, and 
Stella that drinks water, and Dinglcy that drinks ale. 

29. I was at court and church to day, as I was this 
day se'nuigbt; I generally am acquainted with about 
thirty in the drawingroom, and am so proud I make all 
the lords come up to me ; one passes half an hour plea- 
sant enough. We had a dunce to preach before the 
queen to day, which often happens. Windsor is a deli- 
cious situatiou, but the town is scoundrel. I have this 
'morning got the Gazette for Ben Tooke and one barber 
a printer; it will be about three hundred pounds a year 
between them. T'other fellow* was printer of the Ex- 

* Thin other follow was Mr. Barber, who wa« afterward lord 
myor. IV. 
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aroiner, which is now laid down. I dined with the se- 
cretary, we were a dozen in all, three Scotch lords, and 
Lord Peterborow. Duke Hamilton would needs be wit-: 
ty, and hold up my train as I walked up stairs. It is 
an iTl circumstance, that on Sundays much company 
meet always at the great tables. Lord treasurer told at 
• court, what I said to Mr. Secretary on this occasion. 
The secretary showed me his bill of fare, to encourage 
me to dine with him. " Poh," said I, " show me a bill 
of company, for I value not your dinner." See how 
this is all blotted,* I can write no more here, but to tell 
you I love MD dearly, and God bless them. ., « 

30. In my conscience I fear I shall have the gout. I 
sometimes feel pains about my feet and toes ; I never 
drank till within these two years, and I did it to cure 
xny head. I often sit evenings with some of these peo- 
ple, and drink in my turn ; but I am now resolved to 
drink ten times less than before; but they advise me to 
let what I drink be all wine, and not to put water to it. 
Tooke and the printer staid to day to finish their affair, 
and treated me, and two of the under secretaries, upon 
their getting the Gazette. Then I went to see lord 
treasurer, and chid him for not taking notice of me at 
Windsor: he said, be kept a place for me yesterday at 
dinner, and expected me there; but I was glad I did 
not come, because the Duke of Buckingham was there, 
and. that would have made us acquainted ; which I have 
no mind to. However, we appointed to sup at Mr. Ma* 
sham's, and there staid till past one o'clock ; and that is 
late, sirrahs : and I have much business. 

31. I have sent a noble haunch of venison this after- 
noon to Mrs. Vanhomrigh :, I wish you had it, sirrabs: 

* This refers to the ink mentioned above, which blotted his paper 
D, 8. 
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I dined gravely with my landlord the secretary. The 
queen was abroad to day in order to bunt, but finding it 
disposed to rain, she kept in her coach ? she hunts in a 
chaise with one horse, which she drives herself, and drives 
furiously, like Jehu, and is a mighty hunter, like Nito- 
rod. lVmglcy has heard of Nimrod ; but not Stella, For 
it is in the Bible. I was to day at Eton, which is but 
just across the bridge, to see my Lord Kerry's son, who 
is at school there. Mr. Secretary has given me a war- 
rant for a buck ; I can't send it to MD. It is a sad 
thing faitli, considering how Presto loves MO, and how 
Aft D would love Presto's venison for Presto's sake. God 
bless the two dear Wexford girls. 
' Aug. 1. We had for dinner the fellow of that haunch 
of venison 1 sent to London ; 'twas mighty fat and good; 
and eight people at dinner ; that was bad. The queea 
and I were going to take the air this afternoon, but not 
together, and were both hindered by a sudden rain. He* 
coaches and chaises all went back, and the guards too: 
and I scoured into the market place for shelter. I in- 
tended to have walked up the finest avenue I ever saw, 
two miles long, with two rows of elms on each side.* I 
walked in the evening a little upon the terrace, and came 
home at eight : Mr. Secretary came soon after, and we 
were engaging in deep discourse, and I was endeavour- 
ing to settle some points of the greatest consequence; 
and had wormed myself pretty well into him, when bis 
under secretary came in (who lodges in the same house 
with us) and interrupted all my scheme. I have just 
left him ; 'lis late, dx. 

2. I have been now five days at Windsor, and Patrick 
has been drunk three times that I have seen, and oftener 

* This fine avenue in Windsor Park is still in good preservation. 

N. 
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I believe. He has lately had clothes that have cost me 
five pounds, and the dog thinks he has the whip hand 
of me ; he begins to master me ; so now I am resolved 
to part with him, and will use him without the least pity. 
The secretary and I have been walking three or four 
hours to day. The duchess of Shrewsbury asked him, 
was not that Dr. Dr. and she could not say my name in 
English, but said Dr. Presto, which is Italian for Swift. 
tt Whimsical enough !" as Billy Swift says. I go to- mor- 
row with the secretary to his house at Buckleberry, 
twenty -five miles from hence, and return early on Sun- 
day morning. I will leave this letter behind me locked 
up, and give you an account of my journey- when I re- 
turn. I had a letter yesterday from the bishop of 
Clogher, who is coming up to Dublin to his parlia- 
ment. Have you any correspondence with him at Wex- 
ford ? Methinks I now long for a letter from you, dated 
Wexford, July 24, &c. O Lord, that would be so pre- .- 
tending; and then says you, " Stella can't write much, — 
because it is bad to write when one drinks the waters;" 
and I think, says you, I find myself better already, but 
I cannot tell yet, whether it be the journey or the wa- 
ters. Presto is so silly to night ; yes he be ; but Presto 
loves MD dearly, as hope saved. 

3. Morniug. I am" to go this day at noon, as I told 
you, to Buckleberry ; we dine at twelve, and f xpect to 
be there in four hours : I cannot bid you good night 
now, because I shall be tweuty-five miles from this pa- 
per to night, and so my journal must have a break ; 
so good morrow, &c. 

4, 5. I dined yesterday at Buckleberry, where we 
lay two nights, and set out this morning at eight, and 
were here at twelve, in four hours we went twenty-six 
miles. Mr. Secretary was a perfect country gentleman 
at Buckleberry; he smoked totacto Vvta <tor «t\** 
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neighbours ; he inquired after die wheat in such a letd; 
he wtoit to visit his bounds ; and knew all their names; 
he and his lady saw me to my chamber, just in the coon* 
try fashion. His house is in the midst of near thret 
thousand pounds a year he had by his lady, who-is des- 
cended from Jmck of Newbury, of whom books and btt> 
lads are written ; and there is an old picture of him in 
the house. She is a great favourite of mine. I lost 
church to-day ; but 1 dressed, and shaved, and went to 
court, and would not dine with the secretary, hut eft- 
gaged myself to a private dinner with Mr. Lewis, and 
one friend more. We go to London to-morrow; for 
Lord Dartmouth, the other secretary, is come, and they 
are here their weeks by turns. 

6. Lord treasurer comes every Saturday to Windsor, 
and goes away on Monday or Tuesday. I was with nisi 
this morning at his levee, for one cannot see him other- 
wise here, he is so hurried : we had some talk, and I 
told him I would stay this week at Windsor by myself 
where I can have more leisure to do some business that 
concerns them. Lord treasurer and the secretary thought 
to mortify mc, for they told me, " they had been talking 
a great deal of me to-day to the queen, and she said she 
had never heard of me ;" I told them, " that was their 
fault, and not hers," &c. and so we laughed. I dined 
with the secretary, and let. him* go to Loudon at five 
without me ; and here am I all alone in the prebendary's 
house, which Mr. Secretary has taken ; only- Mr. Lewis 
is in my neighbourhood, and we shall be good company. 
The vice chamberlain* and Mr. 31asham, and the green 
cloth have promised me dinners. I shall want but four 
till Mr. Secretary returns. We have a music meeting in 
our town to night. I went to the rehearsal of it, and 
J here was Margarita, and her sister, and another drab 
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and a parcel of fiddlers; I was weary, and would not go 
to the meeting, which I am sorry for, because I heard it 
was a great assembly. Mr. Lewis came from it, and sat 
with me till just now : and 'tis late. 

7. I can do no business, I fear, because Mr. Lewis, 
who has nothing or little to do here, sticks close to me. 
I dined to-day with the gentlemen ushers, among scurvy 
company ; but the queen was hunting the stag till four, 
this afternoon, and she drove in her chaise above forty 
miles, and it was five before we went to dinner. Here 
are fine walks about this town. I sometimes walk up 
the aveuue. 

8. There was a drawing-room to-day at court ; but so 
few company, that the queen sent for us into her bed- 
chamber, where we made our bows, and stood about 
twenty of us round the room, while she looked at us 
round with her fan in her mouth, and once a minute said 
about three words to some that were nearest her, and 
then she was told dinner was ready, and went out. I 
dined at the green cloth, by Mr. Scarborow's invitation, 
who is in waiting. It is much the best table in England, 
and costs the queen a thousand pounds a month while 
she is at Windsor or Hampton court; and is the only 
mark of magnificence or hospitality I can see in the 
queen's family: it is designed to entertain foreign minis- 
ters, and people of quality, who come to see the queen, 
and have no place to dine at 

9. Mr. Coke, the vice chamberlain, made me a long 
visit this morning, and invited me to diuner, but the 
toast, bis lady, was unfortunately engaged to Lady Sun- 
derland Lord treasurer stole here last night, but did 
not lie in his lodgings in the castle ; and after seeing the 
queen, Went back again. I just drank a dish of choco- 
late with him. I fancy I shall have reason to be angry 
with him very soon : but what care I? \\)fcY\«s*\ ^wS^ 

m 2 
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die with ministries in my debt. This night I recei 
certain letter from a place called Wexford, fron 
ckar naughty girls of my acquaintance; bat ft 
won't answer it here, no, in troth, I will send thist 
Heading, supposing it will fiud you returned; 
hope better for the waters. 

10. Mr. Vice Chamberlain lent me his horses t 
about and see tfie couutry this mowing. Dr. Arbu 
the queen's physician aud favourite, went out wi 
to show me the places : wc went a little after the < 
and overtook Miss Forester, a maid of honour, o 
palfrey, taking the air : we made her go along wi 
We saw a place they have made for a famous hors 
to-morrow, where the queen will come. We mi 
queen coming back, and Miss Forester stood, HI 
with her hat off, while the queen went by. The < 
and I left the lady where we found her, but under 
conductors, and we dined at a little place he has i 
about a mile off. When I came back, I founc 
Scarborow had sent all about to invite me to the 
cluth, and lessened his company on purpose to ma! 
easy. It is very obliging, and will cost me tl 
Much company is come to town this evening, to t 
morrow's race. I was tired with riding a trottin< 
tlesome horse a dozeu miles, having not been on 
1 ack this twelvemonth. And Miss Forester* di 
make it easier; she is a silly true maid of houour, 
did not like her, although she be a toast, and was d 
like a man. 

* See the M Counsellor^ Plea for the Divorce of Sir G. D. [ 
Downing] and Mrs. P. 1715." This couple were married in t 
KOI; Sir George being then 15, aud Miss F. but 13. The 
*-ent upon his travels ; and on his return, both parties havii 
tracted an invincible aversion, application was mutually mac 
divorce. N. 
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11. I will send this letter to-day . I expect the secre- 
tary by noon. I will not go to the race, unless I can get 
room in some coach. It is now morning. I must rise; 
and fold up and seal my letter. Farewell, and God 
preserve dearest MD. 

I believe I shall leave this town on Monday. 



LETTER XXVIII. 

Windsor^ Aug. 11, 1711. 

I sent away my twenty- seventh this morning in an 
express to London, ami directed to Mr. Reading : this 
shall go to your lodgings, where I reckon you will be 
returned before it reaches you. I intended to go to the 
race to-day, but was hindered by a visit, I believe I told 
you so in my last. I dined today at the green cloth, 
where every body had been at the race but myself, 
and we were twenty in all; and very noisy company: 
but I made the vice chamberlain and two friends more 
sit at a side-table, to be a little quiet. At six, I. went 
to see the secretary, who is returned ; but lord keeper 
sent to desire I would sup with him, where I staid till 
just now ; lord treasurer and secretary were to come to» 
us, but both failed. 'Tis late, &c 

12. I was this morning to visit lord keeper, who made 

me reproaches that I had never visited him at Windsor* 

He had a present seqt him of delicious peaches, and. he 

was champing and champing, but I durst not eat one ; 

I wished Dingley had some of them, for poor Stella Can* 

no more e'at fruit than Fresto. Dilly Ashe is come to. 

"Windsor; and after church I carried him up to the- 

drawing-room, and talked to the keeper and treasurer, 

ou purpose to show them to him, and he «am \b& <^rk&, 

m 3 
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and several great lords, and the duchess of Montague; 
be was mighty happy, and resolves to fill a letter to the 
bishop.* My friend Lewis and I dined soberly with 
Dr. Adams, the only neighbour prebendary. One of 
the prebendaries here is lately a peer, by the death of 
his father. He is now Lord Willoughby of Brooke, 
and will sit in the house of Lords with hk gown. I 
sopped to-night at Masham's with lord treasurer, Mr. 
Secretary, and Prior. The treasurer made us stay till 
twelve before he came from the queen, and 'tis now past 
two. 

13. I reckoned upon going to London to-day ; bat 
by an accident the cabinet council did not sit last night, 
and sat to-day, so we go to-morrow at six in the mora* 
ing. I missed the race to-day by coming too late, when 
every body's eoach was gone, and ride I would not ; I 
felt my last riding three days after. We had a dinner 
to-day at the secretary's lodgings without him : Mr. 
Hare, his under secretary, Mr. Lewis, Brigadier Sut- 
ton aud I dined together, and I made the vice- chamber- 
lain take a snap with us, rather than stay till five for 
his lady, who was gone to the race. The reason why 
the cabinet council was not held last night, was because 
Mr. Secretary St. John would not sit with your duke 
of Somerset. So to-day the duke was forced to go to 
the race while the cabinet was held. We have musk 
meetings in our town, and I was at the rehearsal t'other 
day, but I did nojk value it, nor wonld go to the meet- 
ing. Did I teH you this before ? . 

London, 14. We came to town this day in two hours 
and forty minutes : twenty miles are nothing here. I 
found a letter from the archbishop of Dublin, sent me 
the Lord knows how. He says, " some of the bishops 
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will hardly believe that lord treasurer got the queen to 
remit the first-fruits before the duke of Ormoud was de- 
clared lord lieutenant ; and that the bishops have writ- 
ten a letter to lord treasurer to thank him." He has 
sent me the address of the convocation, ascribing, in 
good part, that affair to the duke, who had less share in 
it than MD ; for if it had not been for MD, I should 
not have been so good a solicitor. I dined to-day in the 
city, about a little bit of mischief with a printer. I 
found Mrs. Vanhomrigh all in combustion, squabbling 
with her rogue of a landlord, she has left her house, and 
gone out of our neighborhood a good way. Her 
eldest daughter is come of age, and going to Ireland to 
look after her fortune, and get it in her own hands. 

15. 1 dined to-day with Mrs. Van, who goes to-night 
to her new lodgiogs. I went at six to see lord treasurer} 
but his company was gone, contrary to custom, and he " 
was busy, and I was forced to stay some time before I 
could see him. We were together hardly an hour, and 
he went away, being in haste. He desired me to dine 
with him on Friday, because there would be a friend 
of his that I must see : my Lord Harley told me when 
he was gone, that it was Mrs. Masham his father meant, 
who is come to town to lie in, and whom I never saw, 
though her iiusband is one of our society. God send 
her a good time ; her death would be a terrible thing. 
Do you know, that I have ventured all my credit with 
these great ministers, to clear some understandings be- 
tween them ; and if there be no breach, I ought to have 
the merit of it ? 'Tk a plaguy ticklish piece of work, 
and a man hazards losing both sides. 'Tis a pity the 
world does not know my virtue. I thought the clcigy 
in convocation in Ireland would have given mc thanks 
for being tbeir solicitor, but I hear of no such thing. 
Pray talk occasionally on th^tsnb^V%xA\^\^fcV\«w 
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what you hear. Do you know the greatness of my spi- 
rit, that I value their thanks not a rush ? but at my re- 
turn shall freely let all people know that it was my kwL 
treasurer's action, wherein the duke of Ormond had no 
more share than a cat. And so they may go whistle, 
and I'll go sleep. 

16. I was this day in the city, and dined at Pontack's 
with Stratford, and two other merchants. PoBtack told 
us " although his wine was so good, he sold it cheaper 
than others, he took but seven shillings a flask." Are 
not these pretty rates ? The books he sent for from 
Hamburgh, are come, but not yet got out of the custom* 
house. My library will be at least double when I come 
back. I shall go to Windsor again on Saturday, to 
meet our society, who are to sup at Mr. Secretary's ; 
but I believe I shall return on Monday, and then I will 

• answer your letter, that lies safe here underneath ; I 
see it ; lie still ; I'll answer you, nhen the ducks have 
eaten up the dirt. 

1 7. I dined to-day at lord treasurer's with Mrs. Ma- 
sham, and she is extremely like one Mrs. Malolly, that 
was once my landlady in Trim. She was used with 
mighty kindness and respect, like a favourite. It signi- 
fies nothing going to this lord treasurer about business, 
although it be his owo. He was in haste, and desires I 
will come again, and dine with him to-morrow. His fa- 
mous lying porter is fallen sick, and they think he will 
die : I wish I had all my half-crowns again. I believe 
I have told you, he is an old Scotch fanatic, and the 
damu'dcst liar in his office alive. I have a mind to 
recommend Patrick to succeed him : I have trained 
him up pretty well I reckon for certain, you are now 
in town. The weather now begins to alter to raiu. 

Windsor, 18. I dined to-day with lord treasurer, and 
he would make me go w\\fc Yam to \*Vw&wrc v *lv.tau%Ji I 
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was engaged to the secretary, to whom J made my ex- 
cuses : we had in the coach besides, his son and son-in- 
law, Lord Dupplio, who are two of our society, and se- 
ven of us met by appointment, and supped this night 
with the secretary. It was past nine befoie we got 
here ; but a fine moon-shiny night. I shall go back, I 
believe, on Monday. 'Tie very late. 

10. The queen did not stir out to-day, she is in a lit- 
tle fit of the gout. I dined at Mr. Masham's ; we had 
none but our society members, six in all, and I supped 
with lord treasurer. The queen has ordered twenty 
thousand pounds to go on with the building at Bleu- 
heinvjrhich has been starved till now, since the change 
of the ministry. 1 suppose it is to reward his last action 
of getting into the French lines. Lord treasurer kept 
me till past twelve. 

. London, 20. It rained terribly every step of our, 
journey to-day ; I returned with the secretary after a 
dinner of cold meat, and went to Mrs. Van's, where I 
sat the evening. I grow very idle, because I have a 
great deal of business. Tell me how you passed your 
time at Wexford ; and an't you glad at heart you have 
got safe home to your lodgings at St. Mary's, pray ? 
and so your friends come to visit you : and Mi's. Walls 
is much better of her eye : and the dean is just as he 
used to be : and what does Walls say of London ? 'tis 
a reasoning coxcomb. And goody Stoyte, and Hannah 
what d'ye call her ; no,, her name an't Hannah, Catha- 
rine I mean ; they were so glad to see the ladies again ; 
and Mrs. Manley wanted a companion at ombre. 

21. I writ to-day to the arclibishop of Dublin, and 
enclosed a loDg politic paper by itself. You know the 
bishops are all angry that (smoke the wax caudle drop 
at the bottom of this paper) I have let the world know 
the first-fruits were got by \otd Vce&awKX Xk&ssks. ^cfc 
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duke of Ormood was governor. I told lord treasurer 
all this, aod he is very angry ; but I pacified him again 
by telling him " they were fools, and knew nothing of 
what passed here, but thought all was well enough, if 
they complimented the duke of Ormood. 9 ' Lord treasu- 
rer gave me t'other day a letter of thanks he received 
from the bishops of Ireland, signed by seventeen, and 
says he will write them an answer. The dean of Car- 
lisle sat with me to-day till three, and I went to dine 
with lord treasurer, who dined abroad, so did the secre- 
tary, and I was left in the suds. 'Twas almost four, 
and I got to Sir Matthew Dudley, who had half dined. 
Thoruhill, who killed Sir Cholmley Bering, was mur- 
dered by two men on Turnham-green last Monday 
night : as they stabbed him, they bid him " remember 
Sir Cholmley Dering." They had quarrelled at Hamp- 
ton-court, and followed and stabbed him on horseback. 
We have only a Grub-street paper of it, but I believe 
it is true. I went myself through Turuham -green the 
same night, which was yesterday. 

22. Wc have had terrible rains these two or three 
days. I intended to dine at lord treasurer's, but went 
to see Lady Abercorn, who is come to town, and my 
lord ; and I dined with them, and visited lord treasurer 
this eveuing. His porter is mending. I sat with my 
lord about three hours, and am come home early to be 
busy. Passing by White's chocolate-house, my brother 
Masham called me, and told me M his wife was brought 
to bed of a boy, and both very well." (Our society, 
you must know, are all brothers.) Dr. Garth told us, 
that Mr. Henley is dead of an apoplexy. His brother- 
in-law, Earl Poulet, is goue down to the Grange to take 
care of his funeral. The earl of Danby, the duke of 
Leed's eldest graudsou, a very hopeful young man of 
about twenty, is dead at \3tm\\\. <A ^\e ton&V^bx.. I 
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long to know whether you begin to have any good effect 
by your waters. Methinks this letter goes on slowly ; 
'twill be a fortnight next Saturday since it was begun, 
and one side not filled. O fy for shame, Presto. Faith 
I am so tosticated to and from Windsor, that I know not 
what to say ; but faith, I'll go to Windsor again on Sa- 
turday, if they ask me, uot else. So lose your money 
again, now you are come home ; do, sirrah. 

Take your magnifying glass, Madam Dingley. 

You shan't read this, sirrah Stella ; don't read it for* 
your life* for fear of your dearest eyes. 

There's enough for this side ; these ministers hinder 
me. 

Pretty, dear, little, naughty, saucy MD, 

Silly, impudeut loggerhead Presto. 

23. Dilly and I dined to-day with Lord Abercorn, 
and had a fine fat haunch of venison, that smelt rarely 
on one side : and after dinner DilJy won half a crown of 
me at backgammon at his lodgings, with great content. 
It is a scurvy empty town this melancholy season of the 
year ; but I think our weather begins to mend. The 
roads are as deep as in winter. The grapes are sad 
things ; but the peaches are pretty good, and there are 
some figs. I sometimes venture to eat one, but always 
repent it. Tou say nothing of the box sent half a year 
ago. I wish you would pay me for Mrs. Walls's te* 
Your mother is iu the country, I suppose. Pray send 
me the account of MD, Madam Dingley, as it stands 
since November, that is to say, for this year (excludiug 
the twenty pounds lent Stella for Wexford) for I cannot 
look in your letters. I think I ordered that Hawkshaw's 
interest should be paid to you. When you think pro- 
per, I will let Parvisol know you have paid that twen- 
ty pounds, or part of it : and so go play with the dean, 



in 



P 



282 . JOURNAL TO STELLA. 

and I will answer your letter to-morrow. Good nigltt, 
sirrahs, aod love Presto, and be good girls. 

24. I dined to-day with lord treasurer, who chid me 
for not dining with him yesterday ; for it seems I did 
not understand his invitation: and their club of the c 
ministry dined together, and expected me. Lord Bad- ? 
nor and I were walking the Mall this evening ; and Mr* n 
Secretary met u?, and took a turn or two, and then stole * 
away, and wc both believe it was to pick up soap jr 
wench , and to-morrow he will be at the cabinet with Ini 
the queeu : so goes the world. Prior has been oat of m 
town these two mouths, nobody knows where, and is late- h 
ly returned. People confidently affirm he has been in a 
France, and I half believe it. It is said he was seat 
by the ministry, and for some overtures toward a 
peace. The secretary pretends he knows nothing of it. | a 
I believe your parliament will be dissolved. I have ' q< 
been talking about the quarrel between your lords and i * 
commons with lord treasurer '; and did, at the request 
of some people, desire that the queen's answer to the 
commons' address might express a dislike to some prin- 
ciples, &c. but was answered dubiously. And so now 
to your letter, fair ladies. I know drinking is bad; I 
mean writing is bad in drinking the waters ; and was 
angry to see so much in Stella's hand. But why Ding* 
ley driuks them I cannot imagine ; but truly she'll drink 
waters as well as Stella : why not ? I hope you now 
find the benefit of them since you are returned : pray 
let me know particularly. I am glad you are forced 
upon exercise, which, I believe, is as good as the waters I 
for the heart of them. 'Tis now past the middle of Au- 
gust; so by your reckoning you are in Dublin. It 1 
would vex me to the dogs that letters should miscarry f 
between Dublin and Wexford, after scapiug the salt seas. 
I will write no more to {haXmiAy \»^YL\\i\aa^ vqm^ 
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I warrant you. I have been four Sundays together at 
Windsor, of which a fortnight together ; but I believe 
[shall uotgo to-morrow ; for I will not, unless the secre- 
tary asks me. I know all your news about the mayor : 
it makes no noise here at all, but Jhe quarrel of your 
ttrlianieot does j it is so very extraordinary, and the 
anguage of the commons so very pretty. The Examin- 
er has been down this month, and was yery silly the 
ive or six last papers ; but there is a pamphlet come 
Kit, in answer to a letter to the seven lords who ex- 
imined Gregg.* The answer is by the real author of the 
Examiner, as I believe ; for it is very well written. We 
ltd Trap's poem on the duke of Ormond printed here, 
md the- printer sold just eleven of them. 'Tis a dull 
piece, not half so good as Stella's ; and she is very mo- 
kst to compare herself with such a poetaster. I am 
leartily sorry for poor Mrs. Parnell's death : she seem- 
ed to be an excellent good natured young woman, and I 
relieve the poor lad is much afflicted : they appeared to 
ive perfectly well together. Dilly is not tired at all 
rith England, but intends to continue here a good while 4 : 
le is mighty easy to be at distance from his two sisters- 
n-Iaw. He finds some sort of scrub acquaintance ; 
joes now and then in disguise to a play; smokes his 
«pe ; reads now and then a little trash, and what eke 
he Lord knows. I see him now and then ; f V he calls 
tere, and the town being thin, I am less pestered with 
jompany than usual. I have got rid of many of my 
olicitors, by doing nothing for them : I have not above 
aght or nine left, and I'll be as kind to them. Did I 
ell you of a knight, who desired me " to speak to lord 
reasurer to give him two thousand pounds, or five hun- 
lred pounds a year, until he could get something better ? n 

•FeethUiaT0l,\V. *. 
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I honestly delivered my message to the treasurer, \ 
" the knight was a puppy, whom I would not 
groat to save from the gallows.' 9 Cole, Beadi 
ther-in-law, has been two or three times at mi 
commend his lights to the ministry ; assuring roe, 
a word of mine would," &c Did not that dog 
speak ill of mc, and profess to hate me ? he km 
where I lodge, for I told him I lived in the co 
and I have ordered Patrick to deny me const! 
him. Did the bishop of London die in We 
poor gentleman f did he drink the waters ? were 
his burial ? was it a great funeral ? so far fr 
friends ? But he was very old : we shall all 
And yet it was a pity, if God pleased. He was 
man,- not very learned: I believe he died bu 
Did he leave any charity legacies? who held 
pall ? was there a great sight of clergy ? do they 
a tomb for him ? are you sure it was the bishop < 
don ? because there is an elderly gentleman Ik 
we give the same title to : or did you fancy all 
your water, as others do strange things in their 
they say, these waters trouble the head, and mal 
pie imagine what never came to pass. Do you m 
more of killing a bishop ? are these your w 
tricks ? Yes, yes, T see you are in a fret. C 
says yo«, saucy Presto, I'll break your head: 
can't one report what one hears, without being i 
jest and a laughipg stock ? are these your Englist 
with a murrain ? and Sacbevercll will be the n 
shop ? he would be glad of an addition of two h 
pounds a year to what he has; and that is mo 
tbey will give him, for aught I see. He hates tl 
ministry mortally, and they hate him, and pret 
despise him too. They will not allow him to hav 
the occasion of tbe \ale cYnogt*, *\. Yt«aX trout * 
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will not ; but my lord keeper owned it to me t'other 
clay. No, Mr. Addison does not go to Ireland this 
year : he pretended he would ; but he is gone to Bath 
with pastoral Philips, for his eyes. So now I have run 
fryer your letter ; and I think this shall go to morrow, 
which will be just a fortnight from the last, and bring 
things to the old form again after your rambles to Wex- 
ford, and mine to Windsor. Are there not many literal 
faults in my letters? I never read them over, and I 
fancy there are. What do you do then ? do you guess 
my meaning; or are you acquainted with my manner of 
mistaking? I lost my handkerchief in the Mall to night 
with Lord Radnor : but I made him walk with me to 
Bod it, and find it I did not. Tisdall (that lodges with 
me) and I have had no conversation, nor do we pull off 
our hats in the streets. There is a cousin of his (I sup- 
pose) a young parson, that lodges in the house too ; a 
handsome genteel fellow. Dick Tighe* and his wifld 
lodged over against us ; and he has been seen, out of 
our upper windows, beating her two or three times : they 
are both gone to Ireland, but not together ; and he so- 
lemnly vows never to live with her. Neighbours do 
not stick to say she has a tongue : in short, I am told, 
t)ie is the most urging, provoking devil that ever was 
born ; and he a hot whiffling puppy, very apt to resent. 
HI keep this bottom till tomorrow : I'm sleepy. 

25. I was with the secretary this morning, who was 
in a mighty hurry, and went to Windsor in a chariot 
with lord keeper ; so I was not invited, and am forced 
to stay at home; but not at all against my will ; for I 
could have gone, and would not. I dined in the city 
with one of my printers, for whom I got the gazette, 
And am come home early ; and have nothing to say to 

* Afterward a privy connSeWor Va VretaiA. "fc .. 
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you more, but finish this letter, and not send it by the 
bellman. Days grow short, and the weather grows bad, 
and the town is splenetic, and things are so oddly con- 
trived, that I cannot be absent ; otherwise I would go 
for a few days to Oxford, as I promised. They say, 
'tis certain that Prior has been in France ? nobody 
doubts it : I had not time to ask the secretary, he wfc 
in such haste. Well, I will take my leave of cleared 
MD for a while, for I must begin my next letter to- 
night : consider that, young women ; and pray be me£ 
ry, and good girls, and love Presto. There is now bat 
one business the ministry wants me for ; and when lint 
is done, I will take my leave of them. I never got t 
penny from them, nor expect it. In my opinion, some 
things stand very ticklish ; I dare say nothing at tbk 
distance. Farewell, dear sirrahs, dearest lives : there is 
peace and quiet with MD, and no where else. They 
have not leisure here to think of small things, which 
may ruin them; and I have been forward enough. 
Farewell again, dearest rogues : I am never happy, bat 
when I write or think of MD. I have enough of courts 
and ministers : and wish I were at Laracor : and if I 
could with honour come away this moment, I would, 
Bernage* came to see me to-day ; he is just landed fron 
Portugal, and come to raise recruits: lie looks very 
well, and seems pleased with his station and manner «f 
life : he never saw London nor England before ; he is 
ravished with Kent, which was his first prospect when 
he landed. Farewell again, &c. <fcc. 

* Dr. Swift obtained for Mr. Bernage, who was educated in tot 
university of Dublin, an ensign's commission from the earl of JrVqe 
broke, when lord lieutenant. He was afterward made a captain, 
but was disbanded at the peace of Utrecht He sent the dean some 
fine medals and other curiosities from Rome. IV. 



JOURNAL TO STELLA, 287 

LETTER XXIX. 



> 



London, Aug. 25, 1711. 

I hate got a pretty small gilt sheet of paper to write 

MD. I have this moment sent my 28th by Patrick, 
ho tells me he has put it in the post-office : 'tis direct- 
1 to your' lodgings: if it wants more particular direc- 
on, you must set me right. It is now a solar month 
id two days since the date of your last, No. 1 8, and I 
«kon you are now quiet at home, and thinking to begin 
pur 19th, which will be full of your quarrel between 
le two houses, all which I know already. Where shall 

dine tomorrow? can you tell? Mrs. Yanhorarigh 
jards now, and cannot invite one ; -and there I used to 
iue when I was at a loss; and all my friends are gone 
4 of town, and your town is now at the fullest with 
our parliament and convocation. But let me alone, 
rcahs; for Presto is going to be very busy ; not Presto, r 
lit t'other I. 

20. People have so left the town, that I am at a ioss 
>r .a dinner. It is a long time since I have been at Lon- 
on upon a Sunday ; and the ministers are all at Wind- 
m% It cost me eighteen pence in coach hire before I 
ould find a place to dine in. I went to Frankland's, 
nd he was abroad, and the drab bis wife looked out of 
iodow, and bowed to me without inviting me up ; so I 
bed with Mr. Coote, my Lord Montrath's brother ; my 
3rd is with you in Ireland. This morning at five ray 
x>rd Jersey died of the gout in his stomach, or apoplexy, 
r both : he was abroad yesterday, and his death was 
udden : he was chamberlain to King William, and a 
reat favourite, turned out by the queen as a tory, and 
tood now fair to be privy seal ; and by his death will, 

suppose, make that matter easier, wVA&Yi \v*& \sfeKfc ^ 
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very stubborn business at court, as I have been inform- 
ed. 1 never remembered so many people of quality to 
have died in so short a time. 

27. I went to-day into the city to thank Stratford for 
my books, and dine with him, and settle my affairs of 
my money in the bank, and receive a bill for Mrs. Wes- 
ley for some things to buy for her; and the d — a see 
of all these could I do. The merchants were all oat of 
town, and I was forced to go to a little hedge place for 
my dinner. May my enemies live here in summer? 
and yet I am so unlucky that I cannot possibly be oat 
of the way at this juncture. People leave the town 10 
late in summer, and return so late in winter, that they 
have almost inverted the seasons. It is autumn tlm 
good while in St. James's park ; the limes have beta 
losing their leaves, and those remaining on the trees are 
all parched : I hate this season, where every thing grows 
worse and worse. The only good thing of it is the 
fruit, and that I dare not cat. Had you any fruit at 
Wexford ? a few cherries, ami durst not eat them. I 
do not hear we have yet got a new privy seal. The 
whigs whisper, that our new ministry differ among them- 
selves, aud they begin to talk out Mr. Secretary ; they 
have some reasons for their whispers, although I thought 
it was a greater secret. I do not much like the posture 
of things ; I always apprehended, that any falling out 
would ruin them, and so I have told them several times* 
The whigs are mighty full of hopes at present: and 
whatever is the matter, all kind of stocks fall. I have 
not yet talked with the secretary about Prior's journey. 
I should be apt to think it may foretell a peace ; and 
that is all we have to preserve us. The secretary it 
not come from Windsor ; but I expect him to-morrow. 
Burn all politics f 
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23. We begin to have fine weather, and I walked to- 
day to Chelsea, and dined with the dean of Carlisle, 
who is laid up wRh the goat. It is now fixed that he is 
to be dean of Christchurch in Oxford. I was advising 
him to use his interest to prevent any misunderstanding 
between our ministers : but he is too wise to meddle, 
though he fears the thing and consequences as much as 
I. He will get into his own warm quiet deanery, and 
leave them to themselves ; and he is in the right. When 
i came home to-night I found a letter from Mr. Lewis, 
who is now at Windsor; and in it, forsooth, another 
which looked like Presto's hand ; and what should it be 
but a 19th from MD ? O faith, I scaped narrowly, for 
I sent my 28th but on Saturday; and what should I 
have done if I had two letters to answer at once ? 
did not expect another from Wexford, that's certain. 
Well, I must be contented; but you are dear saucy 
girls, for all that, to write so soon again, faith ; an't 
you? 

29. t dined to-day with Lord Abercorn, and took my 
leave of them ; they set out to morrow for Chester; and, 
I believe, will now fix in Ireland. They have made a 
pretty good journey of it : his eldest son is married to a 
lady with ten thousand pouuds ; and his second son has 
t'other day, got a prize in the lottery of four thou* 
sand pounds, beside two small ones of two hundred 
pounds each : nay, the family was so fortunate, that my 
lord bestowing one ticket, which is a hundred pounds, 
to one of his servants, who had been his page, the young 
fellow got a prize, which has made it another hundred. 
I went in the evening to lord treasurer, who desires I 
will dine with him to-morrow, when he will show me 
the answer he designs to return to the letter of thanks 
from your bishops in Ireland. The archbishop of Dub- 
lin desired me to get myself men&OTttA V& ^fcfc %awu 
yol. xxu n 



290 JOURNAL TO STELLA. 

which my lord would send; but I sent him word, "I 
would not open my lips to my lord upon it." He says, 
" it would convince the bishops of what I have affirmed, 
that the first fruits were granted before the duke of Or- 
mood was declared governor ;" and I writ to him, " that 
I would not give a farthing to convince them." My 
lord treasurer began a health to my lord privy seal ; 
Prior punned, and said it was so privy, he knew not 
who it was ; but I fancy they have fixed it all, and we 
shall know to-morrow. But what care you who is privy 
seal, saucy sluttikins ? 

30. When I went out this morning, I was surprised 
with the news, that the bishop of Bristol is made lord 
privy seal. You know his name is Robinson, and that 
he was many years envoy in Sweden. All the friends of 
the present ministry are extreme glad, and the clergy 
v^bove the rest. The whigs will fret to death to see a 
civil employment given to a clergyman. It was a very 
handsome thing in my lord treasurer, and will bind the 
church to him for ever. I dined with him to-day, but 
he had not written Iris letter ; but told me, he would not 
offer to send it without showing it to me ; he thought 
that would not be just, since I was so deeply concerned 
in the affair. We had much company; Lord Rivers, 
Marr, and Kinnoul, Mr. Secretary, George Granville, 
and Masham : ihe last has invited me to tlie christening 
of his son tomorrow se'nnight, and on Saturday I go to 
Windsor with Mr. Secretary. 

31. Billy and I walked to-day to Kensingtou to Lady 
IVIountjoy, who invited us to dinuer. He returned soon 
to go to the play, it being the last that will be acted. for 
some time : he dresses himself like a beau, and no doubt 
makes a fine figure. I went to visit some people at 
Kensington; Ophy Butler's wife there lies very ill of 
aa ague, which is a very conusvoa disease here, and little 
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known in Ireland. I am apt to think we shall soon 
have a peace, by the little words I hear thrown out by 
the ministry. I have just thought of a project to bite 
the town. I have told you, that it is now known that 
Mr. Prior has been lately in France. I will make a 
printer of my own sit by me one day, and I will dictate 
to him a formal relation of Prior's journey, with several 
particulars, all pure invention ; and I doubt not but it 
will take. 

Sept. 1. Morning; I go to-day to Windsor with Mr* 
Secretary ; and lord treasurer has promised to bring me 
back. The weather has been fine for some time, and I 
believe we shall have a great deal of du6t. — At night; 
Windsor. The secretary and I and brigadier Sutton 
dined to-day at Parson's green, at ray Lord Peterbo- 
row's house, who has left it and his gardens to the secre- 
tary during his absence. It is the finest garden I have 
ever seen about this town, and Abundance of hot walls 
for grapes, where they are in great plenty, and ripening 
fast. I durst not eat any fruit, but one fig; but I 
brought a basket full to my friend Lewis here at Wind- 
sor. Does Stella never eat any ? what, no apricots at 
Donnybrook ? nothing but claret and ombre ? I envy 
people maunching and maunching* peaches and grapes, 
aBd I not daring to eat a bit. My head is pretty well, 
only a sudden turn any time makes me giddy for a mo- 
ment, and sometimes it feels very stuffed ; but if it 
grows no worse, I can bear it very well. I take all 
opportunities of walking; and we have a delicious park 
here just joining to the castle, and an avenue in the great 
park very wide and two miles long, set with a double 
t6w of elms on each side. Were you ever at Windsor ? 

* As the provincial word maunching echoes rather better to tlii* 
action of the jaws than the proper term munching It \% \taT4taft*. 
here retained. P. S. 
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I was once a great while ago; but had quite forgotten 
it 

2. The queen has the gout, and did not come to cha- 
pel, nor stir out from her chamber, but received the sa- 
crament there : as she always does the first Sunday in 
the month. Yet we had a great court, and among others, 
I saw your Ingoldsby, who seeing me talk very fami- 
liarly with the keeper, treasurer, Ac. came up and sa- 
luted me, and began a very impertinent discourse about 
the siege of Bouchain. I told him, M I could not an- 
swer his questions, but I would bring him one that 
should ;" so I went and fetched Sutton (who brought 
over the express about a month ago) and delivered him 
to the general, and bid him answer his questions; and 
so I left them together. Sutton after some time came 
back in rage ; finds me with Lord Rivers and Masham, 
and there complains of the trick I had played him, and 
swore he had been plagued to death with Ingoldsby's 
talk. But he told me, " Ingoldsby asked him what I 
meant by bringing him ;" so I suppose, he smoked rae a 
little. So we laughed, &c. My Lord Wiiloughby, 
who is one of the chaplains, and prebendary of Windsor, 
read prayers last night to the family ; and the bishop of 
Bristol, who is dean of Windsor, officiated last night at 
the cathedral. This they do to be popular, and it pleases 
mightily. I dined with Mr. Masham, because he lets 
me have a select company. For the court here have 
got by the end a good thing I said to the secretary some 
weeks ago. He showed me his bill of fare, to tempt me 
to dine with him ; " Poh," said I, " I value not your 
bill of fare, give rae your bill of company." Lord trea- 
surer was mightily pleased, and told it every body, as a 
notable thing. I reckon upon returning to-morrow; 
they say the bishop will then have the privy seal deli- 
vered /lira at a great countft. 
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3. Windsor still. The council was held so late to day, 
that I do not go bock to town till to-morrow. The bi- 
stop ww sworn privy counsellor, and had the privy seal 
given him : and now the patents are passed for those 
who were this long time to be made lords or earls. Lord 
Baby, who is earl of Strafford, is on Thursday to marry 
a namesake of Stella's ; the daughter of Sir H. Johnson 
in the city; he has threescore thousand pounds with ber, 
mdy money; beside the rest at the father's death. I 
have got my friend Stratford to be one of the directors 
of the South Sea company, who were named to day: 
My lord treasurer did it for me a month ago ; and one 
of those whom I got to be printer of the Gazette, I am 
recommending to be printer to the same company. He 
treated Mr. Lewis and me to-day at dinner. I supped 
kit night and this with lord treasurer, keeper, &c. and 
Uok occasion to mention the printer. I said, " it was* 
the same .printer, whom my lord treasurer has appointed 
to print for the South Sea company." He denied, and 
I insisted on it ; and I got the laugh on my side. 

London, 4. I came as far as Brentford in Lord Ri- 
vera's chariot, w1k> had business with lord treasurer; then 
I went into lord treasurer's : we stopped at Kensington, 
Where lord treasurer went to see Mrs. Masham, who is 
now what they call in the straw. We got to town by 
three, and I lighted at lord treasurer's; who command* 
ed me not to stir : but I was not well ; and when he went 
up, I begged the young lord to excuse me, and so went 
into the city by water, where I could be easier, and din* 
ed with the printer, and dictated to him some part of 
Prior's journey to France. I walked from the city, for 
I take all occasions of exercise. Our journey was hor- 
rid dusty. 

5. When I went out to day, I found it had rained 
mightUy in the night, and the alteete >*«* wt Sfca^ «> 
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w iater ; it is very refreshing after ten days dry. — I went 
iuto the cily and diced with Stratford, thanked him for 
his books, gave hip joy of his being director, of which 
he had the first notice by a letter from me. I ate stun- 
geon, and it Iks on my stomach. I almost finished Pri- 
ors journey at the printer's, and came home pretty late 
with Patrick at my heels. 

7. Morning. But what shall we do about this letter 
of MD's, No. 19? not a word answered yet, and so 
much paper spent? I cannot do any thing in it, sweet- 
hearts, till night At night. O Lord, O Lord, the 
greatest disgrace that eve* was has happened to Presto. 
What do you think ; but when I was going out this fore- 
noon a letter came from MD, No. 20, dated at Dublin. 
O dear, O dear ; O sad, O sad. — Now I have two let- 
ters together to answer : here they are, lying together. 
But I will only answer the first; for I came in late. I 
dined with my friend Lewis at his lodgings, and walked 
at six to Kensington to Mr. Masham's christening. It 
was very private ; nobody there but my lord treasurer, 
bis son, and son-in-law, that is to say, Lord Harley, and 
Lord Duppliti, and Lord Rivera and I. The dean of 
Rochester christened the child, but soon went away. 
Lord treasurer and Lord Rivers were godfathers, and 
Mrs. Hill, Mrs. Masham's sister, godmother. The child 
roared like a bull, and I gave Mrs. Masham joy of it; 
and she charged me " to take care of my nephew ;" be 1 
cause Mr. Masham being a brother of our society, his 
son you know is consequently a nephew. Mrs. Mashan 
sat up dressed in bed, but not as they do in Ireland with 
all smooth about her, as if she was cut off in the mid- 
dle; for you might see the counterpane (what d'ye call 
it ?) rise above her hips and body. There's another 
name of the counterpane, and you'll laugh now, sirrah*. 
George Granville came \n at w^oet^ w<& ^*e at*id^iU 
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eleven, and lord treasurer set me down at my lodging in 
Suffolk-street. Did I ever tell you that lord treasurer 
hears ill with the left ear, just as I do ? he always turns 
the right ; and his servants whisper him at that only, I 
dare not tell him that I am so too, for fear he should 
think I counterfeited, to make my court. 

6. You must read this before the other ; for I mistook 
and forgot to write yesterday's journal, it was so insig- 
nificant: Ijdined with Dr. Cockburn, and sat the even- 
ing with lord treasurer, till ten o'clock. On Thursdays 
he has always a large select company, and expects me. 
So good night for last night, &c. 

8. Morning. I go to Windsor with lord treasurer to* 
day, and will leave this behind me to be sent to the 
post. And now let us hear what says the first letter, 
No. 19. You are still at Wexford, as you say, madam 
Dingley. I thick no letter from me ever yet miscarri- 
ed. And so ImshCorthy? and the river Slainy ; fine 
words those in a lady's mouth. Your band, like Ding- 
ley's, you scambling, scattering, sluttikin ? Yes, mighty 
like indeed, is net it?i Pisshk, don't talk of writing or 
reading till your eye6 are well, and long well ; only I 
would have Dingley read sometimes to you, that you 
may not quite lose the desire of it. God be thanked 
that the ugly numbing is gone. Pray use exercise when 
you go to town. What game is that ombra\ which Dr. 
El wood and you play at ? is it the Spanish game ombre? 
Your card purse ! you a card purse ? you a fiddlestick. 
You have luck indeed ; and luck in a bag. What a 
devil is that eight shilling teakettle ? copper, or tin jg. 

* Tbe came of a town in the county of Wexford. D. S. 

f These words in Italicks are written in strange mis-shapen lettefj, 
inclining to the right hand, in imitation of Stella's writing. D. 8. 

% In Stella's spelling. It is an odd thing that a woman of 8tfihr% 
understanding should spell extremely ill. D. 8. 
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panned ? It is like your Irish politeness, raffling for tea- 
kettles. What a splutter you keep to convince me tbat 
Wails has no taste ? My head continues pretty welL 
Why do you write, dear sirrah Stella, when you find 
your eyes so weak that you cannot see ? what comfort is 
there in reading what you write, when one knows that? 
So Dingley can't write because of the clutter of new com- 
pany come to Wexford ? I suppose the noise of their 
hundred horses disturbs you; or, do you lie in one gal- 
lery, as in an hospital ? what ; you are afraid of losing 
in Dublin the acquaintance you have got in Wexford ; 
and chiefly the bishop of Rapboe, an old, doting, per- 
verse coxcomb ? Tweuty at a time at breakfast That 
is like five pounds at a time, when it was never but 
once. I doubt, madam Dingley, you are apt to lie in 
your travels, though not so bad as Stella ; she tells thum- 
pers, as I shall prove in my next, if I find this receives 
encouragement. — So Dr. Elwood* says, there ~e a 
world of pretty things in my works. A pox on his 
praises ! an enemy here would say more. The duke of 
Buckingham would say as much, though he and I are 
terribly fallen out ; and the great men are perpetually 
inflaming me against him : they bring me all he says of 
me, and, I believe, make it worse out of roguery.— No, 
'tis not your pen is bewitched, madam Stella, but your 
old scrawling, splay-foot, pothooks J s, s, ay, that's it : 
there the s, s, s, there, there, that's exact. Farewell, &c 
Our fine weather is gone, and I doubt we shall have 
a rainy journey to-day. Faith, 'tis shaving-day, and I 
have much to do. 

* Senior fellow of Trinity college, Dublin, and member of pftrliar 
atot for that university. D. S. 

f These words in Itahck*, aad the two eittt that follow, are mtien. 
Jrtytwawfcd, m imitation of Stella's haid. D.S, 
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When Stella says her pea is bewitched, it was only 
because there was a hair in it You know the fellow 
they call God-help-it had the same thoughts of his wife, 
aod ior the same reason. I think this is very well ob- 
served, and I unfolded the letter to tell you it. 

Cut off those two notes above ; and see the nine 
pounds endorsed, and receive the other ; and send me 
word how my accounts stand, that they may be adjusted 
by Nov. 1. Fray be very particular : but the twenty 
pounds I lend you is not to be included ; so make no 
blunder. I won't wrong you ; nor you shan't wrong 
me; that's the short. O Lord; how stout Presto is of 
late ! But he loves MD more than his life a thousand 
times, for all his stoutness ; tell him that ; and I'll swear 
it, as hope saved, ten millions of times, &e. &c. 

I open my letter once more to tell Stella, that if she 
does not use exercise after her waters, it will lose all the 
effects of them : I should not live, if I did not take all 
opportunities of walking. Pray, pray, do this to oblige 
poor Presto. 



LETTER XXX. 

Windsor, Sept. 8, 1711. 

I made the coachman stop-, and put in my twenty- 
ninth at the post-office at two o'clock to-day, as I was 
going to lord treasurer, with whom I dined, and came 
here by a quarter past eight ; but the moon shone, and 
so we were not in much danger of overturning; which 
however he values not a straw, and only laughs when I 
chide at htm for it. There was nobody but he and T, 
and we supped together, with Mr. Masharn^ «&A Rt- 
Arbuthnot, the queen's favourite ^foy&to^ *» ^fc«** r 

» 2 
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panned ? It is like your Irish politeness, r # er j$ 
kettle?. Vv hat a splutter you keep to 'j \\ ^ 

WrJ Is has no taste ? My head co»|>< / m 

Why do you write, dear sirrah J£ $ -: ' .^, 

your eyes so weak that you can»^ ■?■ '' ' ^ ^ 

there in reading what you wrj? ft l - ' ' _ w . .. \ r * ^ 
SoDrngleycau'twritcbec^;.. * d^-U «^ 

paeycome to Wexford ? , V-. ' ^ her . Idined *^ 



*0"^ 






hundred liorses disturbs 5 ** - ,. , ^ 

, •* i-i - .. #yndham, and «w» • y 

lery, as m an hospital 4 ■ * , . e n ' 

; ' , ,. . . ;** * the great tables on Sua* 

m Dublin the acquai * * . ■ . 

and chiefly the bis}- - ; ' , ... , , l^ 

J . a , '. * , jasurer's, which was lord keep- 
verse coxcomb ? > • __ , , . 
. ... „ • . *ge Granville, Mashara, Arbuth- 
is like live poir ' ° ' ' 

t j l-. " > >wers have hindered me from walk- 
once. IdOW * » . , , IM- .. 1. . J* 

, iat I don t love. Noble fruit, and I 

vour travels, ; , „ t 

T . - : /it. I ate one fig to-day, and sometimes 
pcrs, as I sr , , 

_ ' ''ies, because it is said they are wliolesome, 
encourage ^ * 

, , # .ov a good name docs much. I shall return 
world of- ° 

f .• j-morrow, though I thought to have staid a 

to k.« ' o be at leisure for something I am doing. But 
.. • e put it off till next ; for I shall come here again 

. fl Saturday, when our society are to meet at supper at 
/r. Secretary's. My life is very regular here : on Sun- 



, .py morning I constantly visit lord keeper, and sup at 
l/ad treasurer's with the same set of company. I was 
not sleepy to-night ; I resolved I would not ; yet it is 
past midnight at this present writing. 

London, 10. Lord treasurer and Mash am and I left 
Windsor at three this afternoon ; we dropped Mashara 
at Kensington with his lady, and got home by six. It 
was seven before we sat down to dinner, and I staid till 
past eleven. Patrick came home with the secretary : I 
Am more plagued with Patrick and my portmanteau than 
with myself. I foigot to tell you, that when I went to 
•SVindsor on Saturday I ovvv\w*Y \a&*} C*\Ktat\ Ws. 



jOTIBN aU * t0 Sheen- 

u •«. going, * 6U ^'< 6 brother, 
., ft chariot, 8° » lrea8 utev 6 w 

rfw the «ea«» er ' a ° foot miles fw* 

>.%* the CUarter-T" atl account tf 

8 «,Ues a t*o-penny V ft ruU . 
* ^ H T for I ^ rC ^ n l to *e end- 

^ iU %t tm tnebeg«^ an a the 

- 1 ^'i *e ast page, *** *£ d ine -A- 
, attbut Secretary «* »~ ^ **■ 

'^cine^rT tld sou* - %f^i 
\ the secret * ^ch U> e g" Fran ce, for 

12 ^ teUitt !l and chaiw to-day , 1 . ^ 

. „« In coaches au« bouT8 di« » . lb , 
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man. I could not keep myself awake after supper, but 
did all I was able to disguise it, and thought I came off 
clear ; but at parting he told me, w I had got roy nap 
already." It is now one o'clock ; but he loves sitting 
up late. 

0. The queen is still in the gout, but recovering ; 
she saw company in her bed-chamber alter church ; but 
the crowd was so great I could not see her. I dined 
with my brother, Sir William Wyndham, and some 
others of our society, to avoid the great tables on Sun* 
day at Windsor, which I hate. The usual company 
supped to-night at lord treasurer's, which was lord keep- 
er, Mr. Secretary, George Granville, Masham, ArbuuY 
not, and I. But showers have hindered me from walk- 
ing to-day, and that I don't love. Noble fruit, and I 
dare not eat a bit. I ate one fig to-day, and sometimes 
a few mulberries, because it is said they are wliolesome, 
and you know a good name docs much. I shall return 
to town to-morrow, though I thought to have staid a 
week, to be at leisure for something I am doing. But 
I have put it off till next ; for I shall come here again 
on Saturday, when our society are to meet at supper at 
Mr. Secretary's. My life is very regular here : on Sun- 
,d,ay morning I constantly visit lord keeper, and sup at 
lprd treasurer's with the same set of company. I was 
not sleepy to-night ; I resolved I would not ; yet it is 
past midnight at this present writing. 

l^ondon, 10. Lord treasurer and Masham and I left 
Windsor at three this afternoon ; we dropped Masham 
at Kensington with his lady, and got home by six. It 
was seven before we sat down to dinner, and I staid tiH 
past eleven. Patrick came home with the secretary : I 
am more plagued with Patrick and my portmanteau then 
• with myself. I forgot to toll ^ou, that when I went to 
Windsor on Saturday I owcctosfc lifcft? Qnffiax^ *ra& 
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Mrs. Feoton in a chariot, going, I suppose, to Sheen. 
I was then in a chariot top, of lord treasurer's brother, 
who had business with the treasurer ; and my lord came 
after, and overtook me at Turnbam-gFecn, four miles from 
London, and then the brother went back, and I went in 
the coach with lord treasurer : so it happened that those 
people saw me, and not with lord treasurer. Mrs. Fen- 
ton was to see me about a week ago ; and desired I 
would get her son into the Charter-house. 

11. This morning the printer sent me an account »f 
Prior's journey ; it makes a two-penny pamphlet ; I 
suppose you will see it, for I dare engage it will ruu ; 
'tis a formal grave lie, from the beginning to the end. 
I writ all but about the last page, that I dictated, and the 
printer writ. Mr. Secretary sent to me to dine where 
he did ; it was at Prior's ; when I came in Prior show- 
ed me the pamphlet, seemed to be angry, and said, here 
is our English liberty : I read some of it, and said I 
liked it mightily, and v envied the rogue the thought ; 
for had it come into my head, I should have certainly 
done it myself. We staid at Prior's till past ten, and 
then the secretary received a packet with the news of 
Bouchaiu being taken, for which the guns will go off to- 
morrow. Prior owned his having been in France, fur 
it was past denying; it seems he was discovered by a 
rascal at Dover, who had positive orders to let him pass. 
I believe we shall have a peace. 

12. It is terrible rainy weather, and has cost me three 
shillings in coaches and chairs today, jret I was dirty 
into the bargain. I was three hours this morning with 
the secretary about some business of moment, and then 
went into the city to dine. The printer tells me he sold 
yesterday a thousand of Prior's journey, and had print- 
ed five hundred more; It will do rarely, I believe, an<} 
is a pure bite. And what is MB &nn^ ^\ ^fc»> n^c&r. \ 
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got again to their cards, their Walls, their deans, their 
Stoytes, and their claret ? Pray present my service to 
Mr. Stoyte and Catharine. Tell goody Stoy te she owes 
me a world of dinners, and I will shortly come over 
and demand them. Did I tell you of the archbishop 
of Dublin's last letter ? he had been saying in several 
of his former, that he would shortly write to me some- 
thing about myself, and it looked to me as if he intend- 
ed something for me ! at last out it conies, and consists, 
of two parts. First he advises me " to strike in for 
some preferment now I have friends ;" and secondly, he 
advises roe, " since I have parts, and learning, and a 
happy pen, to think of some new subject in diviuity not 
handled by others, which I should manage better than 
any body.*' A rare spark this* with a pox ! but I shall 
answer him as rarely. Methinks he should have in- 
vited me over, and given me some hopes or promises. 
But, hang him ! and so good night, &c. 

13. It rallied most furiously all this morning till 
about twelve, and sometimes thundered ; I trembled for 
my shillings, but it cleared up, and I made a shift to get 
a walk in the park, and then went with the secretary to 
dine with lord treasurer. Upon Thursdays there » al- 
ways a select company ; we had the duke of Shrews- 
bury, Lord Rivers, the two secretaries, Mr. Granville* 
and Mr. Prior. Ualf of them went to council at six ; 
but Rivers, Granville, Prior and I staid till eight. 
Prior was often affecting to be angry at the account of 
his journey to Paris; and indeed the two last pages, 
which the printer had got somebody to add, are so ro- 
mantic, they spoil all the rest. Dilly Ashe pretended 
to me that he was only going to Oxford and Cambridge 
for a fortnight, and then would come back. I could not 
see him, as I appointed t'other day; but some of his 
friends tell me, hje tooktewe otXtam w ^fo^talx**. 
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hind; and so they say at his lodging. I believe the 
rogue was ashamed to tell me so, because I advised him 
to stay the winter, and he said he would. I find he had 
got into a good set of scrub acquaintance, and I thought 
passed his time very merrily ; but I suppose he lan- 
guished after Balderig, and the claret of Dublin : and, 
after all, I think he is in the right ; for he can eat, drink 
and converse better there than here. Bernage was with 
me this morning : he calls now and then ; he is in terri- 
ble fear of a peace. He said, he never had his health 
so well as in Portugal. He is a favourite of his 
colonel. 

14. I was mortified enough to-day, not knowing 
where in the world to dine, the town is so empty ; I 
met H. Coote, and thought be would invite me, but he 
did not : Sir John Stanley did not come into my head ; 
so I took up with Mrs. Van, and dined with her and 
her damned landlady, who, I believe, by her eyebrows, 
ii a bawd. This evening I met Addison and pastoral 
Philips in the Park, and supped with them at Addison's 
lodgings ; we were very good company ; and yet know 
no man half so agreeable to me as he is. I sat with 
them tilt twelve, so you may think His late, young wo* 
men ; however, I would have some little conversation 
with MD before your Presto goes to bed, because it 
makes me sleep aud dream, and so forth. Faith this 
letter goes on slowly enough, sirrahs, but I can't write 
much at a time till you are quite settled after your 
journey you know, and have gone all your visits, and 
lost your money at ombre. You never play at chess 
now, Stella. That puts me in mind of Dick Tighe ; I 
fancy I told you he used to beat his wife here ; and 
she deserved it; and he resolves to part with her; 
and they went to Ireland la dttfcraal tattta** ^ 
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Lord, I said all this before, I'm sure. Go to bed* 
surahs. 

Wiudsor, 15. I made the secretary stop at Brentford, 
because we set out at two this afternoon, and fasting 
would not agree with roe. I only designed to eat a bit 
of bread and butter, but he would light, and we ate 
roast beef like dragons. And he made me treat him, 
and two more gentlemen ; faith it cost me a guinea ,* I 
dont like such jesting, yet I was mightily pleased with 
it too. To night our society met at the secretary's, 
there were nine of us : and we have chosen a new mem- 
ber, the earl of Jersey, whose father died lately. 'Tig 
past one, and I have stolen away. 

16. I design to stay here this week by myself, about 
some business that lies on my hands, and will take up a 
great deal of time. Dr. Adams, one of the canons, in- 
vited me to-day to dinner. The tables are so full here 
on Sunday, that it is hard to dine with a few, and Dr. 
Adams knows I love to do so ; which is very obliging. 
The queen saw company in her bedchamber, she looks 
very well, but she sat down. I supped with lord trea- 
surer as usual, and staid till past one as usual, and with 
our usual company, except lord keeper, who did not 
come this time to Windsor. I hate these suppers mor- 
tally ; but I seldom eat any thing. 

17. Lord treasurer and Mr. Secretary stay here till 
to-morrow ; some business keeps them, and I am sorry 
for it, for they hinder me a day. Mr. Lewis and I were 
going to dine soberly with a little court friend at one; 
But Lord Harley and Lord Duppiin kept me by force, 
and said we should dine at lord treasurer's, who intend- 
ed to go at four to London ; I staid like a fool, and 
went with the two young lords to lord treasurer ; who 
very fairly turned us all three out of doors. They 

both were invited to Ch& Auta <& ^ww^t^^^ i$t 
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gone to a horserace and would oot come till Are : so we 
were forced to go to a tavern, and send for wine from 
lord treasurer's, who at last, we were told, did not go to 
town till to-morrow, and at lord treasurer's we slipped 
again ; and I desired him to let me add four shillings to 
the bill I gave him. We sat up till two, yet I must 
write to little MD. 

18. They are all gone early this morning; and I am 
alone to seek my fortune ; but Dr. Arbuthnot engages 
me for my dinners; and he yesterday gave me my 
choice of place, person, and victuals for to-day. So I 
chose to dine with Mrs. Hill, who is one of the dressers, 
and Mrs. Masham's sister; no- company but us three, 
and to have a shoulder of mutton, a small one, which 
was exactly, only there was too much victuals beside ; 
and the doctor's wife was of the company. And to- 
morrow Mrs. Hill and I are to dine with the doctor. I 
have seen a fellow often about court, whom I thought I 
knew : I asked who he was, and they told me it was the 
gentleman porter ; then I called him to mind ; he was 
Killy's acquaintance (I won't say yours) I think his 
name is Lovet or Lovely or something like it. I believe 
he does not know me, and in my present posture I shall 
not be fond of renewing old acquaintance ; I believe I 
used to see him with the Bradley s; and by the way, I 
have not seen Mrs; Bradley since \ came to England. I 
Jeft your letter in London, like a fool; and cannot an- 
swer it till I go back, which will not be until Monday 
next : so this will be above a fortnight from my last ; 
but I will fetth it up in my next ; so go and walk to 
the dean's for your health this fine weather. 

19. The queen desigqs to have cards and dancing 
here next week, which makes ns think she will stay 
here longer than we believed. Mrs. Ma&tanv \* \s*. 
well 4fter her lying in : I doubt tte fjA wriafc *.<&&% ^v^ 
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if lame Id one of her legs with a rheumatic pain. 
Arbuthnot and Mrs. Hill go to-morrow to Keoringt 
tee her, and return the same night. Mrs. Hill I 
dined with the doctor today. I rode out this mo 
witli the doctor to see Cranborn, a house of Lord I 
lagh's, and the duchess of Marlborough's lodge, an 
park ; the finest places they are for nature, and pi 
tiofia, that ever I saw, and the finest riding upon i 
rial roads, made on purpose for the queen. Arbu 
made me draw up a sham subscription for a book, < 
|; A History of the Maids of Honour since Harr 
Eighth; showing they make the best wives; with 
of all the Maids of Honour since, &e. to pay a cro 
hand, and the other crown upon the delivery c 
book;" and all in the common forms of those tl 
We got a gentleman to write it fair, because my 
is known, and we sent it to the maids of honour, 
they came to supper. If they bite at it 'twill be a 
good court jest ; and the queen will certainly ha 
We did not tell Mrs. Hill. 

20. To-day I was invited to the green cloth by ' 
nel Godfrey, who married the duke of Marlboro 
sister, mother to the duke of Berwick by King Ji 
I must tell you those things that happened befon 
were born : but I made my excuses, and young 
court (lord keeper's son) and I dined with my 
neighbour Dr. Adams. Mrs. Masham is better 
will be here in three or four days. She had need 
the duchess of Somerset is thought to gain gi 
daily. We have not yet sent you over all your 
and I think we have altered your money bill The 
of Ormondis censured here by those in power for 
wrong management in the affair of the mayoralty. 
is governed by fools ; rod haa usually much more 
titan ilia adybera, bat never ^mftfcta Vj ^ 1 
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know how your health continues after Wexford. Walk 
tod use exercise, sirrahs both ; and get somebody to 
play at Shuttlecock with you, Madam Stella, and walk 
to the dean's and Donny brook. 

21. Colonel Godfrey sent to me again to-day ; so I 
lined at the green cloth, and we had but eleven at din- 
aer, which is a small number there, the court being al- 
ways thin of company till Saturday night. This new 
ink and pen make a strauge figure ; I must write larger, 
yes I musty or Stella won't be able to read this.* S. S. 
S. there's your S s for you, Stella. The maids of ho- 
nour are bit, and have all contributed their crowns, and 
are teasing others to subscribe for the book. I will tell 
krrd keeper and lord treasurer to-morrow ; and I be* 
lieve the queen will have it. After a little walk this 
etening, I squandered away the rest of it in sitting at 
Lewis's lodging, while he and Dr. Arbuthnbt played at 
pkquet. I have that foolish pleasure, which I believe 
nobody has beside me, except old Lady Berkeley. But 
1 fretted when I came away ; I will loiter so no more, 
for I have a plaguy deal of business upon my hands, 
and very little time to do it. The pamphleteers begin 
to be very busy against the ministry : I have begged 
Mr. Secretary to make examples of one or two of them ; 
and he assures me he will. They are very bold and 
abusive. 

22. This being the day the ministry comes to Wind- 
sor, I ate a bit or two at Mr. Lewis's lodgings, because 
I must sup with lord treasurer ; and at half an hour af- 
ter one, I led Mr. Lewis a walk up the avenue, which 
is two miles long : we walked in all about five miles ; 
but I was so tired with his slow walking, that I left him 
here and walked two miles toward London, hoping to 

• These words in italics are written euoimo^Vy Vw^ju "fc»\ 
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meet lord treasurer, and return with him ; but it grew 
darkish, and I was forced to walk back, so I walked 
nine miles in all ; and lord treasurer did not come till 
after eight ; which is very wrong ; for there was no 
moon, and I often tell him how ill he does to expose 
himself so : but he <jnry makes a jest of it. I supped 
with him, and staid till now, when it is half an hour 
after two. He is as merry, and careless, and disen- 
gaged as a young heir at one-and-twenty. 'Tislate 
indeed. 

23. The secretary did not come last night, but at 
three this afternoon ; I have not seen him yet ; but I 
verily think they are contriving a peace as fast as they 
can, without which it will be impossible to subsist* The 
queen was at church to-day, but was carried in a chair. 
I and Mr. Lewis dined privately with Mr. Lowmao, 
clerk of the kitchen. I was to see lord keeper this 
morniog, and told him the jest of the maids of honour/) 
and lord treasurer had it last night That rogue Ar- 
buthnot puts it all upon me. The court was very full 
to-day ; I expected lord treasurer would have invited 
me to supper ; but he only bowed to me, and we had 
% no discourse in the drawing-room. 'Tis now seven at 
night, and I at home, and I hope lord treasurer will not 
send for me to supper ; if he does not, I will reproach 
him, and he will preteud to chide me for not coming. 
So farewell till I go to bed, for I am going to be busy: 
'Tis now past ten, and I went down to ask the servants 
about Mr. Secretary ; they tell me the queen is yet at 
council, and that she went to supper, and came out to 
the council afterward. 'Tis certain they are managing 
a peace. I will go to bed, and there's an end. 'Tir 
now eleven, and a messenger is come from lord trea- 
surer to sup with them ; but I have excused myself atf 
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mm glad I am in bed ; for else I should sit op till two; 
and driuk till I was bot. Now I'll go sleep. 

Loudon, 24. I came to town by six with lord treasu- 
rer, and have staid till ten. That of the queen's going 
out to slip, and coming in again, is a lie, as the secreta- 
ry told me this morning : but I find the ministry are 
very busy with -Mr. Prior, and I believe he will go 
again to France. I am told so much, that we shall cer* 
tainly have a peace very soon. I had charming weather 
all last week at Windsor ; but we have had a little rain 
to-day, and yesterday was windy. Prior's Journey 
•ells still ; they have sold two thousand, although the 
town is empty. I found a letter from Mrs. Fenton here, 
desiring me in Lady GuTard's name to come and pass a 
week at Sheen, while she is at Moor-park. I will an- 
swer it with a vengeance : and now you talk of answer- 
ing, there b MD's No. 29 is yet to be answered : I had 
put it up so safe I could hardly find it ; but here it is, 
faith, and I am afraid I cannot send this till Thursday ; 
for I must see the secretary to-morrow morning, and be 
in some other place in the evening. 

25. Stella writes like an emperor, and gives such an 
account of her journey, never saw the like. Let me 
see ; stand away, let us compute ; you staid four days 
at Inish-Cortby ; two nights at Mrs. Proby's mother's ; 
and yet was but six days in journey ; for your words 
|re, " We left Wexford this day se'nnight, and came 
here last night" I have heard them say, that travel- 
lers may lie by authority. Make up this, if you 
can. How far is it from Wexford to Dublin F # — * 

' * The doctor was always a bad reckoner, either of money or any 
tiling elie ; and this is one of his rapid computations. For as Stella 
was seven days in journey, although Dr. Swift says only six, she 
might well have spent four days at Inish Corthy, and two nights at 
Mrs. Froby's mother's, the distance from VYerftrd to Dublin belh^ 
bot two easy days journey. D. S. 
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sheet of paper; the two first pages made up of satire up- 
on London, and crowds and hurry, stolen from some of 
his own schoolboys 9 exercises : the side and a half re- 
maining is spent in desiring me to recommend Mrs. 
South, your commissioner's widow, to my lord treasu- 
rer for a pension. He is the prettiest, discreetest fellow 
that ever my eyes beheld, or that ever dipped pen into 
ink. I know not what to say to him. A pox on him, 
I have too many such customers on this side already. 
I think I will send him word that I never saw my lord 
treasurer in my life : I am sure I industriously avoided 
the name of any great person when I saw him, for fear 
of his reporting it in Ireland. And this recommenda- 
tion must be a secret too, for fear the duke of Bolton 
should know it, and think it was too mean. I never 

read so d d a letter in ray life : a little would make 

me send it over to you. — I must send you a pattern, the 
first place I cast my eyes on, I will not pick and choose. 
" In this place (meaning the Exchange in London) which 
is the compendium of old Troynovant, as that is of the 
whole busy world, I got such a surfeit, that I grew sick 
of mankind, and resolved, for ever after, to bury myself 

in the shady retreat of ." You must know that 

London has been called by some Troynovant^ or New 
Troy, — Will you have any more ? Yes, one little bit 
for Stella, because shell be fond of it. " This wondrous 
theatre (meaning London) was no more to me than a 
desert; and I should less complain of solitude in a Con- 
naught shipwreck, or even the great bog of Allen." A 
little scrap for Mrs. Marget,* and then I have done. 
" Their royal fanum, wherein the idol Pecuma is daily 
worshipped, seemed to me to be just like a hive of bees 
working and labouring under huge weights of cares." 
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m is a temple, but he means the Exchange; and 
tia is money : so now Mrs. Marget will understand 
art. One more paragraph, and I — Well, come, 
be in such a rage, you shall have no more. Pray, 
i, be satisfied ; 'tis very pretty : and that I must 

quainted with such a dog as this t Our peace 

dq fast. Prior was with the secretary two hours 
doming : I was there a little after he went away, 
pas told it. I believe he will soon be despatched 
to France ; and I will put somebody to write an 
int of his second journey : I hope you have setn 
Lher. This latter has taken up- my time with storm- 
tit. 

. Bernage has been with me these two days; yes.- 
y I sent for him to let him know, that Dr. Arbuth- 
$ putting in strougly to have his brother made a 
in over Bernage's head. Arbuthnot's brother is 
n ensign ; but the doctor has great power with the 
i : yet he told me, he would not do any thing hard 
gentleman who is my friend ; and I have engaged 
ecretary and his colonel for him. To day he told 
ery melancholy, that the other had written from 
Isor (where he went to solicit) that he has got the 
any ; and Bernage is full of the spleen. I made 
ecretary write yesterday a letter to the colonel in 
age's behalf. I hope it will do yet ; and I have, 
en to Dr. Arbuthnot to Windsor, not to insist on do- 
ucli a hardship. I dined in the city at Pon tack's 
Stratford; it cost me seven shillings: he would 
treated ; but I did not let him. I have removed 
noney from the batik to another fund. I desire Par- 
may speak to Hawkshaw to pay in my money 
1 he can ; for I will put it in the funds ; and in the 
i time borrow so much of Mr. Secretary, who offers 
id it me. Go to the dean's, Birraha. 
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27. Beroage was with roe again to day, and ii 
fear, and so was I; but this afternoon at lord tic 
where I dined, my brother George Granville, i 
at war, after keeping me * while in suspence, 
that Dr. Arbuthnot had waved the business, be 
would not wrong a friend of mine; that his bro 
be lieutenant, and Beroage is made a captain, 
at his lodging, and the soldier's coffee-house, U 
out of pain, but cannot find him ; so I have 1 
and shall see him to-morrow morning, I suppos 
nage is now easy ; he has ten shillings a da; 
lawful cheating. However, he gives a private 
his colonel ; but it is very cheap : his colonel 1 
well, but is surprised to see him have so manj 
So he is now quite off my hands. I left the 
early to night at lord treasurer's ; but the seer 
lowed me, to desire I would go with him to W 
Lewis's man came in before I could finish that 
ginning with a W, which ought to be Win 
brought me a very handsome rallying letter 
Arbuthnot, to tell me, he had, in compliance to 
en up his brother's pretentions in favour of Ber 
very morning; that the queen had spoken to IV 
ville to make the company easy in the other's hi 
captainship. Whether they have done it to c 
or no, I must own it so. He says, he this ve 
ing begged her majesty to give Mr. Bernage thi 
ny. I am mighty well pleased to have succ 
well ; but you will think me tedious, although 
the man as I think. 

Windsor, 28. I came here a day sooner thai 
ry, at Mr. Secretary's desire, and supped with 
Prior, and two private ministers from Franc< 
French priest. I know not the two minister* 
but they are cone about the peace. The nam< 
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crelary called them, I suppose were feigned ; they were 
good rational men. We have already settled all things 
with France, and very much to the honour and advan* 
tage of England; and the queeu is in mighty good hu- 
mour. AH this news is a mighty secret ; the people in 
general know that a peace is forwarding. The earl of 
Strafford is to go soon to Holland, and let them know 
what we have been doing : and then there will be the 
devil and all to pay ; but we'll make them swallow it 
with a pox. The French ministers staid with us till 
one, and the secretary and I sat up talking till twb ; so 
you will own 'tis late, sirrahs, and time for your little 
saucy Presto to go to bed and sleep adazy ; and God 
bless poor little MD : I hope they are now fast asleep, 
and dreaming of Presto. 

29. Lord treasurer came to night, as usual, at half an 
hour after eight, as dark as pitch. I am weary of chid- 
ing him ; so I commended him for observing his friends 7 
advice, and coming so early, &c. I was two hours with 
Lady Oglethorp to» night* and then supped with lord 
treasurer, after dining at the green cloth : I staid till 
two ; this is the effect of lord treasurer being here ; I 
must sup with him, and he keeps cursed hours. Lord 
keeper and the secretaiy were abseut ; they cannot sit 
up with him. This long sitting up makes the periods 
in my letters so short. I design to stay here all the next 
week, to be at leisure by myself, to finish something of 
m eight I have upon my hands, and which must soon be 
done. I shall then think of returning to Ireland, if these 
people will let me ; and I know nothing else they have 
for me to do. I gave Dr. Arbuthnot my thanks for his 
kindness to Bertfage, whose commission is now signed. 
Methinks I long to kuow something of Stella's health 
how it continues after Wexford water?. 

VOL. XXL O 
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30. The queen was not at chapel to day, and a] 
the better, for we had a dunce to preach : she has \ 
tie of the gout. I dined with my brother Mashan 
a moderate company, and would not go to lord tr 
rcr's till after supper at eleven o'clock, and preteni 
had mistaken the hour ; so I ate nothing : and a 
after twelve the company broke up, the keeper an 
cretaiy refusing to stay ; so I saved this night's debi 
Frior went away yesterday with his Frenchmen, 8 
thousand reports are raised in this town. Some 
they knew one to be the abbe de Polignac : others i 
it was the abbe du Bois. The whigs are in a rage i 
the peace; but we'll wherret them, I warrant, boys, 
go, go to the dean's, and don't mind politics, young wc 
they are not good after the waters; they are 
naught : they strike up into the head. Go, get two I 
aces, and fish for a maoilio. 

Oct. 1. Sir John Walters, an honest drunken fe 
is now in waiting, and invited me to the green ck 
day, that he might not be behind hand with co 
Godfrey, who is a whig. I was engaged to the ma 
feast with Mr. Masham; but waiting to take lea 
lord treasurer, I came too late, and so returned si 
log to the green cloth, and did not see my lord tr 
rcr neither; but was resolved not to lose two dinne 
him. I took leave to day of my friend and soli 
Lord Rivers, who is commanded by the queen t 
out for Hanover on Thursday. The secretary doe 
go to town till to-morrow : he and I and two fri 
more drank a sober bottle of wine here at home, 
parted at twelve ? he goes by seven to-morrow mor 
so I shall not see him. I have power over his cell 
hjs absence, and make little use of it Lord Dartm 
and my friend Lewis stay here this week; but J 
j^rcr '»rork out a d'mnct trr*TtvT^\Vw>\y\\\. "NYw\\w 
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promised to provide for me : I squired his lady out of 
her chaise to day, and must visit her in a day or two. . 
So you have had a long fit of the finest weather in thfe 
world ; but I am every day in pain that it will go off. 
I have done no business to day : I am very idle. 

2. My friend Lewis and I, to avoid over much eat- 
ing, and great tables, dined with honest Jemmy Ecker- 
sball, clerk of the kitchen, now in waiting ; and I be- 
spoke my dinner : but the cur had your acquaintance 
Lovet, the gentleman porter, to be our company : Lo- 
vet, toward the end of dinner, after twenty wriggling*, 
said, " he had the honour to see me formerly at Moor 
park, and thought he remembered my face ;" I said, " I 
thought I remembered him, and was glad to see him," 
&c. ; and I escaped for that much, for he was very pert- 
It has rained all this day, and I doubt our good weather 
is gone. I have been very idle this afternoon, playing 
at twelvepenny picquet with Lewis. I won seven shil- 
lings, which is the only money I won this year; I have 
not played above four times, and I think always at 
Windsor. Cards are very dear, there is a duty on them' 
of sixpence a pack, which spoils small gamesters. 

3. Mr. Masham sent this morning to desire I would 
ride out with him, the weather growing again very fine ; 
I was very busy, and sent my excuses ; but desired he 
•would provide me a dinner : I dined with him, his lady, 
and her sister, Mrs. Hill, who invites us to-morrow to 
dine with her, .and we are to ride out in the morning. 
I sat with Lady Oglethorp till eight thfe evening, then 
was going home to write; looked about for the woman 
that keeps the key of the house : she told me Patrick 
had it. I cooled my heels in the cloisters till nine, then 
went in to the music meeting, where I had been often 
desired to go ; but was weary in half aa Ivorax ^L ^c£r 
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fine stuff,* and stole out so privately that every body 
saw mc ; and cooled my heels in the cloisters again till 
after ten : then came in Patrick. I went up, shut the 
chamber door, and gave him two or three swingeing cuffs 
on the ear, and I have strained the thumb of my left 
hand with pulling him, which I did not feel until be was 
gone. He was plaguily afraid and humbled. 

A. It was the finest day in the world, and we got out 
Ircfore eleven, a noble caravan of us. % The duchess of 
Shrewsbury in her own chaise with one horse, and Mis* 
Touchet with her; Mrs. Masham and Mrs. Scarborow, 
one of the dressers, in one of the queen's chaises : Miss 
Forester and Miss Scarborow, two maids of honour, and 
Mrs. Hill on horseback. The duke of Shrewsbury, 
Air. Masham, George Fielding, Arbuthnot and I on 
horseback too. Mrs. Hill's horse was hired for Mies 
Scarborow, but she took it in civility, her own house 
was galled and could not be rid, but kicked and wiuced : 
ihe hired horse was not worth eighteen pence. I bor- 
rowed coat, boots, and horse, and in short we had all the 
difficulties, aud more than we used to have in making a 
party from Trim to Longfield's.f My coat was light 
camlet, faced with red velvet, and silver buttons. We 
rode in the great park and the forest about a dozes 
miles, and the duchess and I had much conversation; 
we got home by two, and Mr. Masham, his lady, Arbuth- 
not and I dined with Mrs. Hill. Arbuthnot made us 
all melancholy, by some symptoms of bloody urine : he 
expects & cruel fit of the stone iu twelve hours; he says 
he is never mistaken, and he appears like a man that is 
to be racked to-morrow. I cannot but hope it will not 

* Swift, like some others, rather hated than loved mode. D. 9. 

* Mr. Lonj^eld lived at Killibride, about four miJea from Trim. 
D.S. 
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]te so bad; he is a perfectly honest man, and one I have 
much obligation to. It rained a Utile this afternoon, 
and grew fair again. Lady Oglethorp sent to speak to 
me, and it was to let me know that Ladj Rochester 
desires she and I may be better acquainted. 'lis a lit- 
tle too late ; for I am not now in love with Lady Roches- 
ter : they shame me out of her, because she is old. Ar- 
buthnot says, he hopes my strained thumb is not the 
gout ; for he has^often found people so mistaken. I do 
pot remember the particular thing that gave it me, only 
I had it just after beating Patrick, and now it is better : 
so I believe he is mistaken. 

5. The duchess of Shrewsbury sent to invite me to 
dinner ; but I was abroad last night when her servant 
came, and this morning I sent . my excuses, because I 
was engaged, which 1 was sorry for. Mrs. Forester 
taxed me yesterday about the " History of the Maids 
of Honour ;" but I told her fairly it was no jest of 
mine ; for I found they did not relish it altogether well : 
and I have enough already of a quarrel with that brute 
Sir John Walters, who has been tailing at me in ail 
companies ever since I dined with him ; that I abused 
the queen's meat and drink, and said nothing at the table 
was good, and all a d d lie ; for after dinner, com- 
mending the wine, I said, " I thought it was something 
small." Tou would wonder how all my friends laugh 
at this quarrel. It will be such a jest for the keeper, 
treasurer, and secretary. I dined with honest Colonel 
Godfrey, took a good walk of an hour on the terrace, 
and then came up to study ; but it grows bloody cold, 
and I have no waistcoat here. 

6. I never dined with the chaplains till to-day ; but 
my friend Gastrel and the dean of Rochester had often 
invited me, and I happened to be disengaged : it is the 
worst provided table al court. "VSfc *\fc wl \««Nr*' 
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every chaplain, whan be is made & dean, -gives a pkee 
of plate, and so they have got a little,* some of k very 
old. One who was made dean of Feterborow (a small 
deanery) said, he would give no plate ; he was only 
dean of Pewierbormv. The news of Mr. Hill's nasesr- 
riage in his expedition came to-day, and I went to visit 
Mrs. Masham and Airs. Hill, his two sisters, to condole 
with them. I advised them by all means to go to the 
music meeting to-night, to show they were not cast 
down, &c. and they thought my advice was right, and 
went. I doubt Mr. Hill and his admiral made wrong 
steps; however we lay it all to a storm, &c I sat with 
the secretary at supper; then we both went to lord 
treasurer's supper, and sat till twelve. The secretary s 
much mortified about Hill; because this expedition was 
of his contriving, and te counted much upon it; hut 
lord treasurer was just as merry as usual, and old laugh* 
log at Sir John Walters and me falling out I said, no- 
thing grieved me, but that they would take -example, 
and perhaps presume upon it, and get out of my go- 
vernment; but that I thought I was not obliged to go- 
vern bears, though I governed men. They promise to 
be as obedient as ever, and so we laughed ; and so I go 
to bed; for it is colder still, and you have a fire now, 
and are at cards at home. 

7. Lord Harley and I died privately to-day with 
Mrs. Masham and Mrs. Hill, and my brother. Masham. 
I saw Lord Halifax at court, and we joined and talked, 
and the duchess of Shrewsbury came up and reproach- 
ed me for not dining with her: I said, "That was not 
so soon done ; for I expected more advances from ladies, 
especially duchesses," She promised to comply with 

* This good old custom is still observed: and there is now a vexy 
bandnme stock of plate. N. 
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any demands I .pleased ; and 1 agreed to dice with her 
io-morrow, if I did not go to London too Boon, as I be- 
lieve I shall before dinner. Lady Oglethorp brought 
me and the duchess of Hamilton together to-day in the 
drawing-room, and I have given her some encourage- 
ment, but not much. Every body has been teazing 
Walters. He told lord treasurer " that he took his 
company from him that were to dine with him." My 
lord said, " I will Bend you Dr. Swift." Lord keeper 
bid him " take care what he did ; for," said he, " Dr. 
Swift is not only all our favorite, but our governor." 
The old company supped with lord treasurer, and got 
away by twelve. 

London, 8. I believe I slmll go no more to Windsor ; 
for we expect the queen will come in ten days to Hamp- 
ton court. It was frost last night, and cruel cold to-day. 
I could not dine with the duchess; for I left Windsor 
half an hour after one with lord treasurer,' and we called 
at Kensington, where Mrs. Masham was got to sec her 
children for two days. I dined, or rather supped with 
lord treasurer, and staid till after ten. Tisdall and his 
family are gone from hence, upon some wrangle with the 
family. Yesterday I had two letters brought me to 
Mr. Masham's ; one from Ford, and t'other from our 
little MD, No. 21. I would not tell you till to-day, 
because I would not. I won't answer it till the next, 
because I have slipped two days by being at Windsor, 
which I must recover here. Well, surahs, I must go 
to sleep. The roads were as dry as midsummer to-day. 
This letter shall go to-morrow. 

0. Morning. It rains hard this morning : I suppose 
our fair weather is now at an end. I think I'll put on 
■ my waistcoat to-day : shall I ? AVell, I will then, to 
please MD. I think of dining at home to-day u^^*» 
chop and a pot. The town con\\u\xe% ^eV ^w$ ^ww 
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Lord Strafford is gone to Holland to tell them what >e 
Jiave done here toward a peace. We shall soon bear 
wtiat the Dutch say, and how they take it. My hum- 
ble service to Mrs. Walls, Mrs. Stoyte and Catharine. 
Morrow, dearest sirrahs, and farewell: and God Al- 
mighty Mess MD, poor little, dear MD, for so I mean, 
and Presto too. I'll write to you again to-night, that is, 
I'll begin my next letter. Farewell, <fcc. 

This little bit belongs to MD; we must always write 
«ft the margin :* you are saucy rogues'. 
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London, October 0, 1 71 1. 

I was forced to lie down at twelve to-day, and meed 
my night's sleep : I slept till after two, and then sent 
for a bit of mutton and pot of ale from the next cook's 
shop, and had no stomach. I went out at four, and 
called to see Biddy Floyd, which I bad not done these 
three months : she is something marked, but has recover- 
ed her complexion quite, and looks very well. Then i 
sat the evcuing with Mrs. Vanhomrigh, and drauk co£» 
fee, aud ate an egg. I likewise took a new lodging to- 
day, not liking a ground floor, nor the ill smell, and other 
circumstances. I lodge, or shall lodge, by Leicester 
fields, and pay ten shillings a week; that wont hold 
out long, faith. I shall lie here but one night more. It 
rained terribly till one o'clock to-day. I lie, for I shall 
Vie here two nights, till Thursday, and then remove. 

* This happens to be the only single line written upon the margin, 
of any of his journals. By some accident there was a margin about 
at broad at the back of a raiot, aud therefore he made tbis use of 
It D. fl. 
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Did I tell you that my friend Mrs. Barton has a brother 
drowned, that went on the expedion with Jack Hill ? 
He was a lieutenant colonel, and a coxcomb ; and she 
keeps her chamber in form, and the servants say, " she 
receives no messages." Answer MD's letter, Presto, 
d'ye hear ? No, says Presto, I won't yet, I'm busy : 
you're a saucy rogue. Who talks ? 

10. It cost me two shillings in coach-hire to dine in 
the city with a printer. I have sent, and caused to be 
sent, three pamphlets out in a fortnight. I will ply the 
rogues warm, and whenever any thing of theirs makes 
a noise, it shall have an answer. I have instructed an 
under spur-leather to write so, that it is taken for mine. . 
A rogue that writes a newspaper called " The Protestant 
Post Boy," has reflected on me in one of his papers ; 
but the secretary has taken him up, and he shall have a 
squeeze extraordinary. He says, that " an ambitious , 
tantivy, missing of. his towering hopes of preferment in 
Ireland, is come over to vent his spleen on the late minis- 
try," &c. I'll tantivy him with a vengeance. I sat 
the evening at home, and am very busy, and can hardly 
find time to write, unless it were to AID. I am in fu- 
rious haste. 

11. I dined to-day with lord treasurer. Thursdays 
are now his days when his choice company comes, but 
we are too much multiplied. George Granville sent 
his excuses upon being ill ; I hear he apprehends the 
apoplexy, which would grieve me much. Lord trea- 
surer calls Prior nothing but Monsieur Baudrier^ which* 
was the feigned name of the Frenchman that writ, his 
journey to Paris. They pretend to suspect me ; so. I 
talk freely of it, and put them out of their play. Lord 
treasurer calls me now Dr. Martin^ because martin* is 

* From this pleaiintry of Lord Osfoa\&,\\v* «^&a&«% T&«aScw»fc 
ScrLbttrw took its ri«c D. S. 

o 1 
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a fort of » swallow, and salt a swift When he and I 
came last Monday from Windsor, we were reading all 
the sigift* on the road. He it a pure trifler; tell the 
bishop of Clogher so. I made him make two lines in 
Terse for the Bell and Dragon, and they were rare had 
ones. I suppose Dilly is with you by this time : what 
could his reason be of leaving London, and not owning 
it ? 'Twas plaguy silly. I believe his natural incon- 
stancy made him weary ; I think he is the king of in- 
constancy. I staid with lord treasurer till ten ; we had 
five lords and three commoners. Go to ombre, sirrabs. 
12. Mrs. Vanhomrigh has changed her lodging as 
well as 1. She found she had got with a bawd, and re- 
moved : I dined with her to-day ; for though she boards, 
her landlady doea not dine with her. I am grown a 
mighty lover of herrings ; but they are much smaller 
here than with you* In the afternoon I visited an old 
major general, and eat six oysters ; then sat an hour 
with Mrs. Colledge, the joiner's daughter that was- 
banged; it was (he joiner was banged, and not his 
daughter ; with Thompson's wife, a magistrate. There 
was the famous Mi's. Floyd of Chester, who, I think, fe 
the handsomest woman (except MD) that ever I saw. 
She told me, that twenty people had sent her the verses 
upon BiddyJ as meant to her : and indeed, in point of 
handsomeness, she deserves them much better. I wilt 
not go to Windsor to-morrow, and so I told the secretary 

* See. Swift's imitations of Horace, lib. ii* sat 6, vol. X. where 
he gives an account of what sort of tattle entertained my Lord 
Oxford and bhn upon the road to Windsor j and among other whijnf, 
how,, as the ebssmt passed along, 

" They gravely try'd to read the lines 

44 Writ underneath the country signs." D. S. 

/ Swm Vents on Biddy Floyd, fe voV*. *. 
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to-day. I hate the thoughts of Saturday and Sunday 
suppers with lord treasurer. Jack Hill is come home 
from his unfortunate expedition, and is, I think, now at 
Windsor : I have not yet seen him* He is privately 
blamed by ids own friends for want of conduct He 
called a council of war, and therein it' was determined 
to come back. But they say, a general should not do 
that, because the officers will always give their opinion 
for returning, since the blame will not lie upon them, 
but the general : I pity him heartily ; Bernage received 
his commission to»day~ 

13. I dined to day with Colonel Crowe, late governor 
of Barbadoes; he is a great acquaintance of your friend 
Sterne, to whom I trusted the box. Lord treasurer ha* 
refused Sterne's business ; and I doubt he is a rake f 
Jemmy Leigh stays for him, and nobody knows where 
to find him. I am so busy now, I have hardly time to- 
spare to write to our little MD ; but in a fortnight I 
hope it will be over. I am going now to be busy, &c. 

14. I was going to dine with Dr. Cockburn, but Sir 

Andrew Fountaine met me, and carried me to Mrs. 

Van's, where I drank the last bottle of Raymond's 

wine, admirable good, better than any I get among the 

ministry. I must pick up time to answer this letter of 

MD's. lit do it in a day or two for certain. I am glad- 

I am not at Windsor, for it fa very cold, and I won't 

have a fire till November. I am contriving bow to- 

stop up my grate with bricks. Patrick was dt unk last 

night ; but did not come to me, else I should have given 

him t'other cuff. I sat this evening with Mrs. Barton, 

it is the first day of her seeing company ; but I made 

her merry enough) and' we were three hours disputing;: 

upon whig and tory. She grieved for her brother only 

for form, and he was a sad dog. Is Stella well ewras^k 

to go to churcb, pray ? no num\A^\t^.^ t» fcM&ab»» 

o& 
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in your eyes ? do you walk and exercise ? Your ex- 
ercise is ombre. People are coming up to town ; the; 
queen will be at Hampton court in a week. Lady 
Betty Germain, I hear, is come, and Lord Pembroke is 
coming : his new wife is as big with child as she can 
tumble. 

1 5. 1 sat at home till four this afternoon to-day writing, 
and ate a roll and butter ; then visited Will Congreve 
an hour or two, and supped with lord treasurer, who 
came from Windsor to-day, and brought Prior with him. 
The queen has thanked Prior for his good service in 
France, and promised to make him a commissioner of 
the customs. Several of that commission are to be out; 
among the rest, my friend Sir Matthew Dudley ; I can 
do nothing for bin*,, he is so hated by the ministry. 
Lord treasurer kept me till twelve, so I need not telt 
you it is now late. 

lb. I dined to day with Mr. Secretary at Dr. Cotes* 
worth's, where he now lodges till his house be got ready 
in Golden- square. One Boyer,. a French dog, has 
abused me in a pamphlet, and I have got him up in a 
messenger's hands: the secretary promises me to swinge 
him. Lord treasurer told me last night, " that he had 
the honour to be abused with me in a pamphlet." I 
must make that rogue an example for warning to others. 
I was to see Jack Hill this morning, who made that un- 
fortunate expedition ; and there is- still more misfortune ; 
for that ship, which was admiral of his fleet, is blown up 
in the Thames, by an accident and carelessness of some 
rogue, who was, going, as they think* to steal some gun- 
powder : five hundred men are lost ;. we don't yet know 
the particulars. I am got home by seven, and am going 
to be busy, and you are going to. play aud supper ; you 
live ten times happier than I : but I should live ten: 
times happier thaa you U V «*fc n*V^T&\*. \^« 
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Jemmy Leigh to-day in the street, who tells me thai 
Sterne has not lain above once these three weeks in hit 
lodgings, and he doubts he takes ill courses ; he stays 
only till he can find Sterne to go along with him, and' 
he cannot hear of him. I begged him to inquire about 
the box when he comes to Chester, which he premises. 

1 7. The secretary and I dined to-day with Brigadier 
Britton, a great friend of his. The lady of the house is 
very gallant, about thirty-five; she is said to have a 
great deal of wit ; but I see nothing among any of them 
that equals MD by a bar's length, as hope saved. My 
lord treasurer is much out of order ; he has a gore throat, 
and the gravel, and a pain in his breast where the wound 
was: pray God preserve him. The queea comes to 
Hampton-court on Tuesday next; people are coming 
fast to town, and I must answer MD's letter, which I 
can hardly find time to do, though I am at home the 
greatest part of the day;, Lady Betty Germain and I 
were disputing whig and tory to death this morning. 
She is grown very fat, and looks mighty welL Biddy 
Floyd was there, and she is> I think, very much spoiled 
with the smallpox. 

18. Lord treasurer is still out of order, and that 
breaks our method of dining there to-day. He is often 
subject to a sore throat, and some time or other it will 
kill him, unless he takes more care than he is apt to do. 
It was said about the town, that poor Lord Peterborow 
was dead at Frankfort ; but he is something better, and 
the queen is sending him to Italy, where I liope the 
warm climate will recover him: he has abundance of 
excellent qualities, and we love one another mightily. 
J was this afternoon in the city, ate a bit of meat, and, 
settled some things with a printer.* I will answer your 

* Probably with Morphew, wlib "W^s \Swsa ^VKv&fcw^'&K: ^jssssss^ 
vd&ime of " Miscellanies." N? 
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letter on Saturday, if possible, and then send away this; 
so to fetch up the odd days I lost at Windsor, and keep 
constant to my fortnight Ombre time is now coming 
on, and we shall have nothing but-Manley, and Walls, 
and Stoytes, and the dean. Have you got no new ac- 
quaintance? Poor girls; nobody knows MD's good 
qualities. ''Tis very cold; but I will not have a fire 
till November, that's poz. Well, but coming home to- 
night, I found on my table a letter from MD? faith I 
was angry, that is with myself: and I was afraid too to 
see MD's hand so soon, for fear of something, I don't 
know what : at last I opened it, and it was over well, 
and a bill for the two hundred guineas. However, 'tis 
a sad thing that this letter is not gone, nor your twenty- 
first answered yet. 

19, I was invited to-day to dine with Mrs. Van, with 
some company who did not come; but I ate nothing but 
herrings : you must know I hardly ever eat of, above 
one thing, and that the plainest ordinary meat at table ; 
I love it best, and believe it wholesomest. Tou love 
rarities; yes you do; I wish you had all that I ever 
see where I go. I was coming home early, and met the 
secretary in his chair, who persuaded me to go with him 
to Britton's ; for he said, he had been all day at busi- 
ness, and had eaten nothing. So I went, and the timl 
past so, that we staid till two, so you may believe 'tis 
late enough* 

20. This day has gone all wrong, by sitting up so late 
last night. Lord treasurer is not yet well, and can't go 
to Windsor. I dined with Sir Matthew Dudley, and 
took occasion to hint to him that lie would lose his em- 
ployment, for wjjich I am very sorry. Lord Pembroke 
and hi* family are all come to town. I was kept so long 
at a friend's this evening, thai 1 cvnmA t&\\d \hfe to-ui^ht. 
When I knocked at my \oi\glugp, * teWoro *&s& \s&, 
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« where lodged Dr. Swift?" I told him, "I was the 
person." He gave me a letter he brought from the se- 
cretary's office, and I gave him a shilling : when I came 
tip, I saw Dingley's jiand : faith I was afraid, I do not 
know what. At last it was a formal letter from Dingley 
about her exchequer business. Well, I'll do it on Mon- 
day, and settle it with Tooke. And now, boys, for your 
letter, I mean the first, No. 21. Let's see ; come out, 
little letter. I never bad the letter from the bishop that 
Raymond mentions; but I have written to Ned South- 
well, to desire the duke of Ormond to speak to his reve- 
rence, that he may leave off bis impertinence. What a 
pox can they think I am doing for the archbishop here I 
You have a pretty notion of me in Ireland, to make me . 
an agent for the archbishop of Dublin. Why ; do you 
think I value your people's ingratitude about my part in 
serving them ? I remit them their first-fruits of ingrati- 
tude, as freely as I got the other remitted to them. This 
lord treasurer defers writing his letter to them, or else 
they would be plaguily confounded by this time. For r 
he designs to give the merit of it wholly to the queer* 
and me, and to let them know it was done before the 
duke of Ormond was lord lieutenant. You visit, yot» 
dine abroad, you see friends ; you pilgarlick ; you walk 
from Finglass, you a cat's foot. O Lord — Lady Gore 
hung her child by the waist ; what is that waist,*, I don't 
understand the word ; he must hang on till you explain 
or spell it. I don't believe be was pretty, that's a tint. 
Pish; burn your firBtrfruits; again at it Stella has 
made twenty false spellings in her writing; I'll send 



* With great respect to the doctor's judgment, perhaps Stella's ofe 
thography might be defended against the tyranny of her instructor; 
at least she has all the moderns on her side : however,, Uutad^ icvfc 
a? well as wsutty is to be met within lifctaftoaHTft^ro^ • ^ »^* 
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them to you all back again oo the other side of this fcfr 
ter, to mend them ; I won't miss one. Why ; I think 
there were seventeen bishops' names to the letter Lord 
Oxford received. I will send 70a some pamphlets by 
Leigh ; put me in mind of it on Monday, for I shall go 
then to the printer; yes, and the " Miscellany." I an 
mightily obliged to Walls, .but I don't deserve it by any 
usage of him here, having seen him but twice, and once 
en passant. Mrs. Mauley forsworn ombre ! What ; and 
no blazing star appear? no monsters born? no whale 
thrown up ? Have you not found out some evasion for 
her ? she had no such regard to oaths in her younger 
days. I got the books for nothing, madam Dingley ; but 
the wine I got not ; it was but a promise. Yes, my 
head is pretty well in the main, on'y now and then a lit- 
tle threatening or so. Tou talk of ray reconciling some 
great folks. I tell you what. The secretary told me 
last night, " that he had found the reason why the queen 
was cold to him for some months past ; that a friend had 
told it him yesterday ; and it was, that they suspected 
he was at the bottom with the duke of Marlborough." 
Then he said, " he had reflected upon all I had spoken 
to him long ago ; but he thought k had been t>n1y my 
suspicion, and my zeal and kindness for him." I saio\ 
" I had reason to take that very ill, to imagine I knew 
so little of (he world as to talk at a venture to a great 
minister; that I had gone between him and lord treasu- 
rer often, and told each of them- what I had said to the 
other, and that I bad informed him so before." He said 
all that you may imagine to excuse himself, and apj\rove 
my conduct. I told him, " I knew all along, th.il this 
proceeding of mine was the surest way to send me back 
to my willows in Ireland ; but that I regarded it not, pro- 
vided I could do the kingdom service in keeping them 
vetl together." I minded Yum "Yaw Av»i\\aAW^VR^ 
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treasurer, lord keeper, and him together, that all things 
depended on their union, and that roy comfort was to 
see them love one another ? and I had told them all 
singly, that I had not said this by chance," &c. He 
was in a rage to be thus suspected ; swears " he will be 
upon a better foot, or none at all ;" and I do not see, 
how they can well want him in this juncture. I hope 
to find a way of settling this i«atter. I act an honest 
part ; that will bring me neither profit nor praise. MD 
must think the better of me for it : nobody else shall ever 
know of it. Here's politics enough for once ; but Ma- 
dam D. D. gave me occasion for it. I think I told you 
I have got into lodgings that don't smell ill — O Lord ! 
the spectacles : .well, I'll do that on Monday too ; al- 
though it goes against roe to be employed for folks that 
neither you nor I care a groat for. Is the eight pounds 
from Hawkshaw included in the thirty-nine pounds five 
shillings and two-pence ? How do I know by this how my 
account stands ? Can't you write five or six lines to cast 
it up ? Mine is forty -four pounds per annum, and eight 
pounds from Hawkshaw makes fifty-two pounds. Fray 
set it right, and let me know ; you had best. And so 
now I have answered No. 21} and 'tis late, and I will 
answer No. 22 in my next; this cannot go to-night, but 
shall on Tuesday : and so go to your play, and lose your 
money, with your two eggs a penny $ silly jade : you 
witty ? very pretty. ' 

21. Mrs. Van would have me dine with her again to* 
day, and so I did, though Lady Mountjoy has sent two 
or three tiroes to have me see and dine with her, and 
she is a little body I love very well. My head has 
ached a little in the evenings these three or four days, 
but it is not of the giddy sort, so I do not much value 
it. I was to see Lord Harley to day, but lord treasu- 
rer took physic, and I could uol *fcfc\tau "ftfcVafc^^ 
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ed much gravel, and is better, but not well ; he talks of 
going on Tuesday to see the queen at Hampton court ; 
I wish he may be able. I never saw so fine a summer 
day as this was: bow is it whh you pray ? and can't 
you remember, naughty packs. I han't seen Lord Pem- 
broke yet. He will be sorry to miss Dilly : I wonder 
you say nothing of Dilry's being got to Ireland; if he 
be not there soon, I shall have some certain odd thoughts: 
guess them if you can. 

22. I dined in the city to day with Dr. Freind, at 
one of my printers' :* I inquired for Leigh, but could not 
find him: I have forgot what sort of apron you want 
I must rout among your letters, a needle in a bottle of 
bay. I gave Steme directions, but where to find him 
lord knows. I have bespoken the spectacles ; got a set 
*of Examiners, and five pamphlets, which I have either 
written or contributed to, except the best, which is " The 
Vindication of the Duke of Marlborough ;" and is en- 
tirely of the author of the Atalantis. I have settled 
Diugley's affair with Tooke, who has undertaken it, and 
understands it. I have bespoken a " Miscellany :" what 
would you have me do more ? It cost me a shilling com- 
ing home ; it rains terribly, and did so in the morning. 
Lord treasurer has had an ill day, in much pain. He 
writes and does business in his chamber now he is ill : 
the man is bewitched : he desires to see me, and I'll maul 
him, but he will not value it a rush. ■ J am half wea- 
ry of them all. I often burst out into these thoughts, 
and will certainly steal away as soon as I decently can. 
I have many friends, and many enemies; and the last 
are more constant in their nature. I have no shudder- 
ing at all to think of retiring to my old circumstances, 

* This probably was Morpbeir, io distinction fcora Tooke, w&o 
was then his regular pubUshei. "N. 
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if you can be easy ; but I will always live io Ireland 
as I did the last lime ; I will not hunt for dinners there : 
nor converse with more than a very few. 

23. Morning. This goes to day, and shall be seal- 
ed by and by. Lord treasurer takes physic again 
to day; I believe I shall dine with Lord Dupplin. 
Mr. Tooke brought me a letter directed for me at 
Morphew's the bookseller. I suppose, by the postage, 
it came from Ireland ; it is a woman's hand, and seems 
false spelt on purpose; it is in such sort of verse as 
Harris's petition ;* rallies me for writing merry things, 
and not upon divinity ; and is like the subject of the 
archbishop's last letter, as I told you. Can you guess 
whom it came from ? it is not ill written ;• pray find 
it out; there is a Latin Terse at the end of it all 
rightly spelt; yet the English is, I think, affectedly 
wrong in many places. — My plaguing time is coming. 
A young fellow brought roc a letter from judge Coote, 
with recommendation to be lieutenant of a man of war. 
He is the sob of one Ecblio, who was minister <ef Bel- 
fast before Tisdall, and I have got some other new 
customers; but I shall trouble my friends as little a* 
possible. Saucy Stella used to jeer me for meddling 
with other folk's affairs: but now I am punished for it. 

Patrick has brought the candle, and I have no 

more room. Farewell, &c* &c. 

• See the petition of Frances Harrit, in yoI. X. N. 
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Here is a full and true Accouut of Stella's 

Dew Spelling. 



Plaguely, 


Plaguily * 


Dinting, 


Dining. 


Straingers, 


Strangers. 


Chris, 


Chase.f 


Waist, 


Wast. 


Hotter, 


Hour. 


Immagin, 


Imagine. 


A bmd, 


About. 


InieUegeneey 


Intelligence; 


Aboundancfy - 


Abundance. 


Merrit, 


Merit. 


Stcrcct) 


Secret. 


Phamphlets, - 


Pamphlets* 


Business, 


Business. 



Tell me truly, sirrah, how many of these are mistakes 
of the pen, and how many are you to answer for as 
real ill spelling? There are but fourteen; I said twen- 
ty by guess. You must not be angry, for I will have 
you spell right, let the world go how k will. Though 
after all, there is but a mistake of one letter in any of 
these words. I allow you henceforth but six false, 
spellings in every letter you send me. 



* This column of words, as they are corrected, is in Stella's haocK 
D.S. 
f Yet here is one word still false spelt. D. S. 
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LETTER XXXIII. 

London, Oct. 23, 1711. 

I dined with Lord Dupplin, as I told you I would, 
and put my thirty-second into the post-office my own 
self; aud I believe there has not been one moment since 
we parted, wherein a letter was not upon the road go- 
ing or coming to or from P MD.* If the queen knew 
it, she would give us a pension; for it is we bring 
good luck to their postboys and their packets : else they 
would break their necks and sink. But an old saying 
and a true one ; 

Be it snow or storm or hail, 

HMD's letters never fail : 

Cross winds may sometimes make them tarry ; 

But PMD's letters can't miscarry. 

Terrible rain to day, but it cleared up at night enough 
to save my twelve pence coming home. Lord treasurer 
is much better this evening. I hate to have him ill, he 
is so confoundedly careless. I won't answer your let- 
ter yet, so be satisfied. 

24. I called at lord treasurer's to day at noon ; he was 
eating some broth in his bedchamber, undressed, with a 
thousand papers about him. He has a little fever upon 
him, aud his eye terribly bloodshot; yet he cheesed him- 
self and went out to the treasury. He told me, "he 
had a letter from a lady with a complaint against me ;" 
it was from Mrs. Cutts, a sister of Lord Cutts, who writ 
to him " that I had abused her brother :" you remem- 

* That, is Presto and MD. D. S. 
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ber the Salamander? it is printed in the " Miscellany," 
I told my lord that I would never regard complaints, 
aod that I expected whenever he received any against 
me, he would immediately put them into the fire, and 
forget them, elf e I should have no quiet. 1 had a lit- 
tle turn in my head this morning; which though it did 
not last above a moment, yet being of the true sort, has 
made me as weak as a dog all this day. 'Tfc the first I 
have had thb half year. I shall take my pills if I hear 
of it again. I dined at Lady Mountjoy's with Harry 
Coote, and I went to see Lord Pembroke upon hb com- 
ing to town.*— The whig party are furious against a 
peace, and every day some ballad comes out reflecting 
on the ministry on that account. The secretary St. 
John has seized on a dozen booksellers and publishers, 
into his messengers' hands. Some of the foreign minis- 
ters have published the preliminaries agreed on here be- 
tween France and England, and people rail at them as 
insufficient to treat a peace upon ; but the secret is, that 
the French have agreed to articles much more important, 
which our ministers have not communicated, and the 
people, who think they know all, are discontented that 
there is no more. This was an inconvenience I foretold 
to the secretary ; but we could contrive no way to fence 
against it. So there is politics for you. 

25. The queen is at Hampton court ; she went on 
Tuesday in that terrible rain. I dined with Lewis at 
his lodgings, to despatch some business we had. I sent 
this morning and evening to lord treasurer, and he is 
much worse by going out ^ I am in pain about evening. 
He has sent for Dr. RadcIifTe ; pray God preserve him. 
The chancellor of the exchequer showed me to-day a 
ballad in manuscript against lord treasurer and his South 

• Se*\JaiiuiTOVX* «- 
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Sea project ; it is very sharply written : if it be not 
printed, I will send it to you. If it be, it shall go in 
your packet of pamphlets. — I found out your letter 
about directions for the apron, and have ordered to be 
bought a cheap green silk work apron ; I have*'it by 
heart. I sat this evening with Mrs. Barton, who is my 
near neighbour. It was a delicious day, and I got my 
walk, and was thinking whether MD was walking too 
just at that time that Presto was. This paper does not 
cost me a farthing, I have it from the secretary's office. 
I long till to morrow to know how my lord treasurer % 
sleeps this night,, and to hear he mends : we are all un- 
done without him; so pray for him, sirrahs, and dont 
stay too late at the dean's. 

26. I dined with Mrs. Van ; for the weather is so 
bad, and I am so busy, that I cannot dine with great 
/oiks : and besides, I dare eat but little, to keep my head 
in order, which is better. Lord treasurer is very ill, 
but I hope in no danger. We have no quiet with the 
whigs, they are so violent against a peace ; but I'll cool 
them with a vengeance, very soon. I have not heard 
from the bishop of Clogher, whether he has got his 
statues. I writ to him six weeks ago; he is so busy 
with his parliament. I won't answer your letter yet, 
say what you will, saucy girls. 

27. I forgot to go about some business this morning, 
which cost me double the time; and I was forced to be 
at the secretary's office till four, and lose my dinner; 
so I went to Mrs. Van's and made them get me three 
herrings, which I am very fond of, and they are a light 
victuals : besides, I was to have supped at Lady Ash* 
burnham's ; but the drab did not call for us in her coach, 
as she promised, but sent for us, and so I sent my ex- 
cuses. It has been a terrible rainy day, but so (LsAtea- 
ing in the morning, that I \itHi\&iAfcfo^p««kV&- ,,H * 
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r.cw hat. I met Leigh aud Sterne as I was going into 
the Park. Leigh says " he will go to Ireland in ten 
days, if he can get Sterne to go with him :'* so I viil 
scud him the things for MD, and I have desired him to 
inquire about the box. I hate that Sterne for his care- 
lessness about ii; but it was ray fault. 

29. I was all this terrible rainy day with my friend 
Lewis upon business of importance ; and I dined with 
him, and came home about seven, aud thought I would 
amuse myself a little after the pains I had taken. I saw 
a volume of Congreve's plays in my room, that Patrick 
had takeu to read ; and I looked into it, and in mere 
loitering read in it till twelve, like an owl and a fool', 
if ever I do so again ; never saw the like. Count Gal- 
las the emperor's envoy, you will hear is in disgrace 
wilh us : the queen has ordered her ministers to have 
uo more commerce wilh him ; the reason is, the foo^ 
writ a rude letter to Lord Dartmouth, secretary of state, 
complaining of our proceedings about a peace ; and he 
is always in close confidence with Lord Wharton, and 
Sunderland, and others of the late ministry. I believe 
you begin to think there will be no peace; the whig9 
are sure it cannot be, and stocks are fallen again. But 
I am confident there will, unless France plays us tricks ; 
and you may venture a wager with any of your whig 
acquaintance, that we shall not have another campaign. 
You will get more by it than by ombre, sirrah. I let 
slip telling you yesterday's journal, which I thought to 
have done this morning, but blundered. I dined yes- 
terday at Harry Coote's with Lord Uatton, Mr. Finch, 
a son of Lord Nottingham, aud Sir Andrew Fouutaine. 
I left them soon ; but hear they staid till two in the 
morning, and were all diuuk; and so good night for 
Jast night, and good night for to-night. You blunder- 
ing goosccap, au't you asVmxwA va Xtauvtax \» ^w»^ 
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ladies? I shall have a fire io three or four days, now 
oh, ho. 

30. I was to-day in the city concerting some things 
with a printer, and am to be to-morrow all day busy 
with Mr. Secretary about the same.* I won't tell you 
sow ; but the ministers reckon it will do abundance of 
good, and open the eyes of the nation, who are half 
bewitched against a peace. Few of this generation caa 
remember any thing but war and taxes, and they think 
it is as it should be ; whereas 'tis certain we are the 
most undone people in Europe, as I am afraid I shall 
make appear beyond all contradiction. But I forgot % 
I won't tell you what I will do, nor what I will not 
do : so let me alone, and go to Stoy te, and give goody 
Stoy te and Catherine my humble service ; I love goody 
, Stoyte better than goody Walls. Who'll pay me for 
this green apron ? I will have the money ; it cost ten 
shillings and sixpence* I think it plaguy dear for a 
cheap thing; but they said that " English silk would 
cockle," and I know not what. You have the making 
into the bargain. 'Tig right Italian: I have sent 
it and the pamphlets to Leigh, and will send the 
" Miscellanies" and spectacles in a day or two* I 
would send moref but faith I am plaguy poor at pre- 
sent. 

31. The devil'* in this secretary f when I went this 
morning he had people with him ; but, says he, we are 
to dine with Prior today, and then will do all our bu- 
siness in the afternoon : at two Prior sends word he ia> 
otherwise engaged f then the secretary and I go and dine 
with Brigadier Britton, sit till eight, grow merry, no 
business done; he is in baste to see Lady Jersey, we 

* This was " The Conduct of the ARtar," fcefe\Y\fe VNXtt&.<&'** 
whole of the following month* ltwai$tii!b\i&ej&l&c*«'Zl. ^* 

VOL. XXI. 1* 
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part, and appoint no time to meet again. This is tike 
fault of all the present ministers, teasing me to death 
for my assistance, laying the whole weight of their af- 
fairs upon it, yet slipping opportunities. Lord treasu- 
rer mends every day, though slowly : I hope he will 
take care of himself. Pray, will you send to Parvisol 
to send me a bill of twenty pounds as soon as he can, 
for I want money. I must have money ; I will have 
money, sirrahs. 

Nov. 1. I went to-day into the city to settle some bu- 
siness with Stratford, and to dine with him ; but he was 
engaged, and I was so angry I would not dine with any 
other merchant, but went to my printer, and ate a bit, 
and did business of mischief with him, and I shall have 
the spectacles and " Miscellany" to-morrow, and leave 
them with Leigh. A fine day always makes me go 
into the city, if I can spare time, because it is exercise; 
and that does me more good than any thing. I. have 
heard nothing since of my head, but a little, I don't 
know how, sometimes : but- I am very temperate, espe- 
cially now the treasurer is ill, and the ministers often at 
Hampton court, and the secretary not yet fixed in hi* 
house, and Phate dining with many of my old acquaint- 
ance. Here has been a fellow discovered going out of 
the East-India house with sixteen thousand pounds in 
money and bills,* he would have escaped*, if he had not 
been so uneasy with thirst, that he. stole out before his 
time, and was caught. But what is that* to MD ? I 
wish we bad the money, provided the East-India Com- 
pany was never the worse; you know we must not 
covet, &c. Our weather, for this fortnight past,- is che- 
quered, a fair and a rainy day ; this was very fine, and 
I have walked four miles, wish MD would' do so, lazy 
ghittikins. 
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2. It has rained all day with a continnendo, and I 
went in a chair to dine with Mi's. Van ; always there 
i« a very rainy day. But I made a shift to come back 
afoot. I live a very retired life, pay very few visits, 
and keep but very little company ; I read no newspa- 
pers. I am sorry I sent you the " Examiner ;" for the 
printer is going to print them in a small volume : it 
seems the author is too proud to have them printed by 
subscription, though his friends offered, they say, to make 
it worth five hundred pounds to him. The " Specta- 
tors' 9 are likewise printing in a larger and smaller vo- 
lume : so I believe they are going to leave them off, 
and indeed people grow weary of them, though they 
are often prettily written. We have had no news for 
me to send you uow toward the end of my letter. The 
queen has the gout a little; I hoped the lord treasurer 
would have had it too; but Radcliffe told me yes-' 
terday it was the rheumatism in his knee and foot; 
however, he mends, and I hope will be abroad in a short 
time. I am told they design giving away several em- 
ployments before the parliament sits, which r wi)i be the 
thirteenth instant. I either do not like, or not under- 
stand this policy; and if lord treasurer does not mend 
soon, they must give them just before the sessions. But < 
he is the greatest procrastinator in the world. 

3. A fiue day this, and I walked a pretty deal ; I 
stuffed the secretary's pockets with papers, which lie 
must read and settle at Hampton' court, where he went 
to-day, and stays some time. They have no lodgings' 
for me there, so I can't go ; for the town is small, charge- , 
able, and inconvenient. Lord treasurer had a very ill 
night last night, with much pain in his knee and foot,' 
but is easier to-day. And so I went to visit Prior, about 
some business, and so he was not within, and so Six k^ 
drew Fouataine made me diueVa-toy ^g»sk^\^^&^v 
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Van, and I came home soon, remembering this must go 
to-night, and that I had a letter of MD's to answer. O 
Lord, where is it ? let me see ; so, so, here it is. You 
grudge writing so soon. Pox on that bill ; the woman 
would have me manage that money for her. I do not 
know what to do with it now I have it, I am like the 
unprofitable steward in the gospel : I laid it up in a nap- 
kin ; there thou hast what is thine own, <fcc. Well, 
well, I know of your new mayor. (I'll tell you a pun ; 
a fishmonger owed a man two crowns ; so he sent him a 
piece of bad ling and a tench* and then said he was 
paid ; how is that now ? find it out ; for I won't tell it 
you : which of you finds it. out ;) Well, but as I was 
saying, what care I for your mayor ? I fancy Ford 
may tell Forbes right about my returning to Ireland be* 
fore Christmas, or soon after. I am sorry you did not 
go on with your story about " Pray God you be John !" 
J never heard it in my life, and wonder what it can be. 
Ah, Stella, faith you leaned upon your bible to think 
what to say when you writ that. Yes, that story of the 
secretary's making me an example is true ; u never 
heard it before ;" why how could you hear it ? is it 
possible to tell you the hundreth part of what passes in 
our companies here ? The secretary is aa easy with 
me as Mr. Addison was. I have often thought what a 
splutter Sir William Temple makes about being secre- 
tary of state ; I think Mr. St. John the greatest young 
man I ever knew ; wit, capacity, beauty, quickness of 
apprehension, good learning, and an excellent taste ; the 
best orator in the house of commons, admirable conver- 
sation, good nature, and good manners ; generous, and a 
despiser of money. His only fault is, talking to his- 
friends in a way of complaint of too great a load of bu- 
siness, which looks a Utile like affectation ; and he en- 
tfeavours too much to un&^&^a^to^^vAx^ 
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?asure, with the man of business. What truth and 
rity he may have I know not : he is now but tbir- 
o, and has been secretary above a year. Is not all 
extraordinary ? How he stands with the queen 
lord treasurer I have told you before. This is his 
acter ; and I believe you will be diverted by know- 
t. I writ to the archbishop of Dublin, bishop of 
ne, and of Clogher together, five weeks ago, from 
isor : I hope they had my letters ; pray know if 
her had his. Fig for your physician and his ad- 
, Madam Dingley ; if I grow worse, I will ; other- 

I will trust to temperance and exercise. Your fall 
le leaf ; what care I when the leaves fall ? I am 
f to see them fall with all my heart ; but why should 
ke physic because leaves fall off from trees ? that 
't hinder them from falling. If a man falls from a 
e, must I take physic for that ? This arguing make* 

mad ; but it is true right reason, not to be disproved, 
a glad at heart to hear poor Stella is better. Use 
rcise,. and walk ; spend pattens, and spare potions ; 
r out clogs, and waste claret. Have you found out 
pun of the fishmonger ? don't read a word more till 

have got h. And Stella is handsome again, you 

? and is she fat ? I have sent to Leigh the set of 
Ixaminers." The first thirteen were written by se- 
al hands, some good, some bad ; the next three-and- 
ty were all by one hand, that makes forty-six :** 
a that author, whoever he was, laid it down on pur* 



Id six or eight weeks after Swift became silent, the Examiner 
i laid down,- although revived again the December following, and 
tmued to be a lively and spirited paper for two or three months,, 
writers of it being supplied with hints from Mr. Secretary St 
n and Dr. Swift. But the ministry having then obtained tieir 
s in parliament, and the peace being in great fmivt^H^ Ws 
ered the Examiner to ginl agaja iato otaxtttey g&4tefrQB*»» 
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pose to confound guessers ; and the last six were writ* 
ten by a woman. Then there is " an account of Guis- 
card 9 ' by the same woman, bat the facts sent by Presto. 
Then an " Answer to the Letter to the Lords about 
Greg," by Presto ; " Prior's Journey," by Presto : 
" Vindication of the duke of Marlborough," entirely 
by the same woman. " Comment on Hare's Sermon," 
by the same woman, only hints sent to the printer from 
Presto to give her. Then there's the " Miscellany," 
an apron for Stella, a pound of chocolate without sugar 
for Stella, a fine snuff-rasp of ivory, given me by Mrs. 
St. John for Dingley, and a large roll of tobacco, which 
she must hide or cut shorter out of modesty, and four 
pair of spectacles for the Lord knows who. There's 
the cargo, I hope it will come safe. O, Mrs. Masham 
and I are very well ; we write to one another, but it 
is upon business ; I believe I told you so before : pray 
pardon my forgetfulness in these cases ; poor Presto 
can't help it. MD shall have the money as soon as 
Tooke gets it. And so I think I- have answered all, 
and the paper is out, and now I have fetched up my 
week, and will send you another this day fortnight. 
Why, you rogues, two crowns make tench-ilding : you 
are so dull you could never have found it out. Fare- 
well, &c. &c 



END OF VOL. TWENTY-FIRST. 
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